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EVE DRUM COMES 
OVER THE HUMP IN... - 
he Hot Mahatma—which we might have called the 
a Sutra Caper because of the sexsational plot. This 
@ super-spy Eve Drum finds herself pitted against the 
: ‘most fiendish crew of flipped-out dastards who ever tried 
put a lady in a tiger’s tank. And that’s just one of the 
gee-whiz things the murderous maharajah and his bad 
buddies from D.R.A.G.O.N. try to do to your favorite spy- 

her. 

The wild and wonderful action gets started when a 
ese scientist, Ling Fu, discovers how to make an H- 
Bomb small enough to zip into an airline bag. Everybody 
wants this nuclear surprise package — Moscow, Peking, 
Washington! And that’s when Agent Oh-Oh Sex steps out 
of her panties and into the picture. But wily Ling Fu is too 
hip to hand it over just like that! He takes a handsome 
Indian named Kasim Chand to a tattoo parlor and puts 
the formula on his chest. After that the kookie case cracks 
wide open as Eve Drum joins the mad chase that skips 
helter-skelter from hippie happenings in New York to 
orgiastic rites in the sinister Temple of Kali, goddess of 
destruction. 

As always, Eve’s not-so-secret weapon is her fabulous 
_ body. In The Hot Mahatma she uses it without mercy and 
pulls off a couple of Indian Ropes that turn the Red 
Chinese white with exhaustion. Oh-Oh Sex gives The Song 
of India a bossa nova beat that will make your feet jump 
to join the fun—and the excitement. 
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Chapter ONE 


I was searching for a voice. 

The voice had a body attached to it, but I had never 
seen the body, while I had heard the voice. It was a 
soft voice, that spoke American with an English accent, 
though the owner was not an Englishman. His name 
was Kasim Chand, and he was from India. 

I was easing along in New York’s East Village on a 
grey winter afternoon, keeping my ears attuned to words 
and voice inflections, listening to the hippies and the 
teeny boppers passing me by with swinging legs and long 
hair floating in the breeze off Tompkins Square. I knew 
I fit right in among these protestants against a society 
they had rejected in favor of the crash pad and the 
love-in, the speed trap and the mellow yellow. My three 
peace buttons were firmly in place, my left cheek was 
painted in the approved flower-pattern manner, my 
eyes were outlined in black kohl. I wore the proper bead- 
works. 

My name is Eve Drum. I am the lady from L.U.S.T., 
a secret agent for the League of Underground Spies 
and Terrorists. It was my job to meet Kasim Chand, to 
talk with him, to learn enough about him for the C.LA. 
or N.S.A. to take over in a more or less official ca- 
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pacity. The League of Underground Spies and Terror- 
ists has no official standing; it is a product of our 
times, a torch to fight fire with fire, a hand to kill and 
loot in the best interests of the nation. We lay the 
groundwork, we do the dirty work, then the Central 
Intelligence Agency or the National Security Agency goes 
into high gear. 

Across the street, a big blond man was stalking, with 
legs encased in hip-hugger pants and Garrison belt, a 
longhaired wig giving him the look of a dissipated angel. 
He was decorated by a flower in his golden locks and 
granny glasses perched on the tip of his nose. This was 
my case officer, David Anderjanian, working with me 
on this affair of the frightened Indian. 

Because Kasim Chand was frightened, of enemy agents, 
of discovery by H.A.T.E.—the Humanitarian Alliance 
for Total Espionage—which was our bitterest rival in 
the field of international espionage, and by D.R.A.G.O.N., 
its Red Chinese equivalent. Our task was to meet and 
reassure him of his safety, before we brought him to 
the security agent assigned to his case. 

David glanced at me, then looked away. I sauntered 
past a rundown bookstore, a small pharmacy, a boarded- 
up shop that once had sold fresh vegetables. In the 
windows I saw my reflection, I looked like something out 
of a psychedelic nightmare in a leotard top and micro 
skirt that bared most of my legs in patterned black 
stockings. I caught my wooden beads and twirled them 
lazily. 

Over the phone Kasim Chand had chosen the Avant 
Garde Arena as our meeting place, It is one of those 
psuedo-psychedelic parlors like the Electric Circus, the 
Cheetah, or the Fillmore in San Francisco. 
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“J am fascinated by your American culture levels,” his 
voice had murmured. “Your nation is so young, it has 
so many facets. It is all part of your growing up period, 
you know. The hippy is just another manifestation of 
personal protest, of individual initiative. I am anxious 
to be a part of it while I am visiting you.” 

“Well, sure, whatever you say,” I told him. 

I knew this much: Kasim Chand was a good friend 
of a Chinese scientist named Ling Fu. Ling Fu was in 
hiding from D.R.A.G.O.N.—the Dedicated Red Action 
Guards of Nanking—with whose agents I had_ traded 
blows and buffets in Hong Kong, a couple of. cases be- 
fore. I did not know what it was Ling Fu had or knew, 
that Uncle Sam wanted to get hold of. All I was to do 
was to contact Kasim Chand. 

“T would like to meet you at one of the hippy places,” 
his voice had confided. “I want to experience a group 
grope, a love-in, to take part in this social hemorrhage 
called hippiedom. I can hardly wait. And to combine 
this pleasure with the business of why I am in your 
country, is perfect.” 

So now I was zapping along the sidewalk, waiting for 
David to catch up to me before I turned into the Arena. 
I could make out the rolled-paper decorations framing 
its double doors, the op art on its facade, the big graf- 
fitio-type lettering spelling out Avante Gorde Arena. 
There were other hippies moving toward those doors, 
girls in micro skirts to show off their legs, wearing 
tight blouses in psychedelic prints under which their 
unbrassiered breasts shook like jelly mounds, young men 
in their digger hats and flowered shirts. 

I hunted for Kasim Chand with my eyes, figuring I 
would know an Indian when I saw one, but he was no- 
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where around. Instead I got an eyefull of big David 
Anderjanian with his arm around a girl with long black 
hair coming down to her buttocks, grinning into her 
upturned face. His hand was roving over those moving 
buttocks as they walked. 

I felt like kicking him where it hurts. 

David and the long-haired floosie went into the Arena. 
I followed after them, feeling left out of things, letting 
the music from the rock bands inside the Arena wash 
over me, draw me out of my mood. I stood to one side 
of the main entrance, staring into the big, barn-like 
room at the vari-colored lenses that played across the 
yellow smears, with a movie flickering to life on a white 
patch, with this kaleidoscope of colors and the blaring, 
blasting music affecting both the eyes and the ears. 

The Arena simulated an L.S.D. trip. Here in the pot 
pit you were an atom, an almost-nothing, drowned in 
sounds and sights that made no sense, that tore at your 
mind controls. You were a part of this total-environ- 
ment technique that came close to clawing its way inside 
you. 
A hand touched my soft behind, petting it, fondling it. 
The hand went away. I watched a girl slipping her arms 
out of her blouse and shimmying, letting the blouse 
slide down her arms to the floor. She had breasts like 
pears, that bounced and jumped through the reds and 
blues and yellows that caressed her nakedness from the 
waist up. Another girl had her skirt to her middle, 
she was wearing only a black minimum across her groin 
that blended perfectly with the ebony gloss of her hair. 
As her pelvis pivoted and rocked, her soft buttock cheeks 
flew every way at once. 
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I moved onto the dance floor, my feet and hips pick- 
ing up the beat, sensing a little of the mindlessness, the 
loss of identity to the music and the moving lights. A 
young man, very thin and with intense black eyes, had 
moved across the floor to join me. We moved and swayed 
in the rhythm of the Hully Gully. 

I told myself not to relax this way. I had a job to do. 
But I could see David Anderjanian with his ebony-tressed 
trull, pumping away with his arms and torso as he 
grinned down at the unfettered breasts the girl was 
shaking at him. If my case officer could do the Hully 
Gully in public, so could I. 

“Groovy,” said the thin boy, 

“Super,” I agreed. 

My eyes were almost blinded by the spotlights, but I 
used them to probe past writhing bodies and whirling 
hair, always hunting for Kasim Chand. Or for someone 
I thought would be the young man from India. 

Nobody showed. The Hully Gully became the Watusi 
and then the Ska, and I went on jerking, twisting, turn- 
ing my back to my companion to rub buttocks, bending 
over to imitate the war dancer of the North American 
Indian, standing on spread legs and shaking my shoul- 
ders in the Boogaloo beat. 

You could go on dancing forever, here in the Arena. 
Or you could slide between the dancing bodies for a 
moment of comparative rest on a bench and watch the 
underground movies that were being shown on the white 
patches where the walls had not been done in pop-cul- 
ture pinks. I got a guilty conscience and draped the 
Drum bod on a slatted bench—the better to look for 
Kasim Chand. 


My companion went on dancing by himself. 

I took a cigarette from the huge purse that dangled 
by a brown leather strap from my left shoulder. I 
lighted it and drew smoke into my lungs. I let the smoke 
out of my pinkly painted lips, slowly. 

It was then that I saw the dark-skinned youth, clad in 
hip-huggers and a flower-print skirt, moving slowly to- 
ward me. His face was dark brown, his hair was worn 
long and uncombed, there was the faintest beard-fuzz 
along his jawline. He walked like a panther stalking, 
all grace and easy rhythm. 

“Hi, doll,” he caroled. 

I had found my voice. 

I said, “Hari krishna, hari krishna.” This was the 
Hindu hello of the hipsters, the hippie hymn to happy- 
time. 

Kasim Chand picked it up, as he said he would do on 
the phone. “Krishna krishna, hari hari.” 

T lifted to my feet, making a vague gesture at the 
crowded dance floor. “Shall we turn on?” 

He began to gyrate as the others were doing, arms 
pumping, legs working. I fell into the beat, facing him, 
staring into his soulful brown eyes. We got caught up 
in the Philly Dog, showered by the moving lights of this 
nouveau art form that made patterns on his face and 
garments and splashed across my face and blouse. 

“Everything’s been arranged,” I told him between 
jerkings and swayings. “You have some kind of proof 
you are who you say?” 

His teeth flashed white between his ruddy, over-large 
lips. “On me, chick. Painted where you can read it big, 
as soon as I take my shirt off.” 
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“When's that?” I wondered. 

“When’s the group grope?” 

I nodded. David Anderjanian had explained to me, 
rather carefully and somewhat snidely, that the Avante 
Garde Arena was not just a big barn, it had rooms on 
the upper floors where there were hippy happening 
every so often; a group grope had been arranged for 
this night, as soon as the blasters and the floaters got 
high enough to want it. There are no rules at places 
like the Arena, it is merely a pad to hang your per- 
sonality on the line with other go-goers. 

Kasim Chand was staring at my bouncing breasts. He 
‘was getting that love-in look in his baby browns, and 
there was a big part of him that was hung up on sex 
at that moment. 

He whispered, “I want to do everything, smoke pot, 
take a trip, even sample the mellow yellow.” 

He was the man with the whip, so I moved in a little 
closer, until I was scratching nipples with him. His 
mouth was a little open, he was panting like a sprinter 
on a ten mile run. I managed to brush him with a 
thigh or a hip from time to time, to keep him in the 
groove. 

“Name it, it’s yours,” I breathed into his brown face. 

“Pot,” he smiled. 

Arrangements had been made, in case this was what 
Kasim Chand wanted. The authorities blinked an eye 
at times like this; it was more important to Uncle Sam 
to get hold of whatever it was Ling Fu had, than to 
worry about a few joints. Sure, the fuzz could move 
in if it wanted, but L.U.S.T. had made certain it would 
not, 
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I made a little signal to David Anderjanian. He kept 
on dancing, but he Boston Monkeyed his girl friend our 
way, until he could hear my whisper. 

“A little panama red for a friend,” I told him. Noth- 
ing but the best in marijuana for our boy. 

His blue eyes touched Kasim Chand and flicked away. 
David is a big blonde Viking of a man, six feet four 
inches of solid muscle. He had little leather compart- 
ments inside his Garrison belt. Some of the compart- 
ments held paper containers of boo. I watched him fish 
around in a couple, then he danced sideways, reaching 
out toward me. I closed fingers over the packet of pot 
and pushed it into my shoulder bag. 

Kasim Chand watched every move I made. 

“Good,” he nodded, smiling broadly. “Where do we 
go?” 

There was a narrow staircase off to one side of the 
dance floor. A few couples, locked together with hands 
deep inside hip-hugger flies or moving lazily under mi- 
cro skirts, were already moving up the staircase. These 
were the initiates, the ones in the know, the right cats. 

I drew Kasim Chand with me, letting my palm slide 
under his flowered shirt and across his hairless chest. 
He returned to the compliment, and I felt my nipples 
stand up big and bold to the delicate strokings of his 
smooth fingers. I let a sensual shiver run down my 
spine and fasten itself in my pudendal nerves. 

A dancer bumped us against each other. Kasim Chand 
put his arms around me and let the front of his body 
make love to mine in a slow twist of flesh against flesh. 
He moaned in his throat, hips working. I was not 
averse to his foreplay, I had been leading a sedentary 
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life lately, and the youthful Indian was handsome. I put 
my arms about him, I bellied up to his manhood. 

His lips were moist, wide open, as they closed over 
mine. His tongue was a flail to whip my eroticism into 
full flower. I rubbed my hardening breasts against his 
chest. 

Then I got a better idea. I undid the buttons of his 
shirt, I opened my blouse so that my big goody-gourds 
thrust out, milky white and hugely nippled. I let them 
tell his hairless chest how firmly built those 38s were. 
He got the message, his hands fastened on my behind 
and held me tight to his straining flesh. 

I glanced down, seeing the blue-veined breasts mashed 
like flattened balloons. As the pressure eased, they sprang 
to fullness again, so I could use my dark brown nipples 
like nails, scratching his flesh. He began to shake un- 
controllably. 

I pulled away, smiling up at him. 

“Come on, honey—let’s go find a pot chamber.” 

His eyes were glazed, but he nodded. I went up the 
narrow stairs with his hands sliding up and down the 
black patterned stockings that contained the Drum legs. 
Those palms slid across the Drum buttocks, gripping 
and clinging. Kasim Chand was panting like a wheezy 
bellows, discovering how ready-ripe I was for his ideas 
of fun and games. 

“In here,” I whispered, and caught him by his handle, 
drawing him after me through a doorway and into a 
blue room where, outside the blue bulbs in the ceiling, 
the only light came from a slide projector, and the 
screen where a color slide was blown up almost to life- 
size. 
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Kasim Chand gulped loudly. The picture on the wall 
showed a naked girl sitting on a naked man who sat, 
in turn, on a straight-backed chair. The picture flicked 
away and now there was a beach scene, with blue water 
in the background, In the foreground, reclining on a 
beach blanket and surrounded by sand, a girl was bend- 
ing over a man, her long brown hair hiding his loins 
and her face. 

I pushed between a couple of intertwined couples to 
a divan against the rear wall. Here we would be alone, 
more or less, with only a boy showing the slides near us. 

As we sat down, I breathed, “Now clue me in on the 
details, lover.” At the same time I shook out two joints, 
and passed one to him. 

I used my gold lighter to fire his stick. He drew a 
deep breath, inhaling the smoke, settling his spine against 
the divan back. 

“Look what the girl is doing for that man,” he mur- 
mured lazily, putting a hand on my knee and running it 
up the stocking to my pantied crotch. 

“Tell me about Ling Fu,” I whispered. 

“Ling Fu is a genius. He is the foremost atomic sci- 
entist of Red China. He also hates Mao Tse-tung.” 

His fingers probed at me, making me squirm. 

“Two years ago, Ling Fu was working on an atomic 
motor. A small one, so small that it could be placed 
inside your American variety of bread box. Ling Fu 
succeeded in his work. He did invent such a tiny atomic 
motor.” 

“Oh?” 

His smile was beatific. Whether it was my dumb ex- 
pression that made him grin so fatuously, or the fact 
that I was now stroking him very gently, or the fact 
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that his fingertips were discovering my own arousal, I 
did not know. He was panting again, like a dog after a 
hard run, 

“Please?” he whimpered, shuddering. 

“Ling Fu?” I reminded him. “And what’s so great 
about an atomic motor the size of a bread box?” 

He managed to say, between grunts, “You know that 
Red China has the atom bomb? In Washington, people 
who understand such things have been saying the Red 
Chinese have no way of delivering their bomb to a target 
in the western hemisphere. To Los Angeles, say, or to 
San Francisco. 

“Think a moment. If Ling Fu has developed a small 
atomic motor, this changes things. He can build an in- 
tercontinental ballistics missile capable of flying under 
its own power anywhere in the world. To Washington, 
to New York, to London, to Moscow, to Rome.” 

I knew a cold chill down my spine. I lost my gig for 
sex, I tried to squirm away, to think. Uncle Sam must 
have had some idea about what Ling Fu was doing in 
Red China, maybe some of our top scientists had dis- 
covered it and relayed on the information to the C.I.A. 
In any event, a lot of folks in high places were worried 
as all hell. 

This was why they had unleashed L.U.S.T. 

I frowned. I asked, “But what’s that got to do with 
you and me?” 

“Ling Fu is not a dedicated communist. His grand- 
father was a mandarin. His family is old and honored 
—or used to be honored, in China’s happier days. He 
hates Mao Tse-tung and what that madman has done 
to his nation. He does not want to give his atomic motor 
to the Red Chinese, knowing what they will do with it.” 
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Unfortunately for Ling Fu and his family, the fanatics 
in the Red Chinese government guessed at his disaffec- 
tion. Knowing his political views, since Ling Fu had not 
been wise in his open assertions against the Red Guards 
and Mao Tse-tung, the Red Guards, led by an army 
officer, came to his house and arrested his family, con- 
sisting of his wife and two young daughters, aged fif- 
teen and twelve. They said it was because the wife and 
the daughters had been heard to criticize Mao Tse- 
tung. 

Ling Fu was terrified. He knew his family was being 
held as a hostage for his good behavior. He knew too, 
that he would break under torture if the Red Guards 
used it on him. He was a scientist, not a hero, and he 
knew his own limitations. 

To prevent the Maoists from getting the one atomic 
motor he had made, he destroyed it. He also burned 
his notes. His knowledge was in his head, and he pre- 
pared to flee the country. 

He was caught and taken before the People’s Tribunal. 
He was not tried for treason, as he expected to be. He 
was there to witness the trial of his wife and daughters. 
In ancient law and in the medieval law courts, witnesses 
were not believed to have spoken the truth unless they 
had first been tortured. 

The Red Chinese borrowed a leaf from that for- 
gotten text. They stripped Madame Fu naked and tied 
her down on a wooden frame. They beat her naked 
breasts and belly with thin bamboo rods, in the old 
form of the bastinado. These floggers, in the old days 
of the Chinese emperors, were taught the art by prac- 
ticing with a slim bamboo rod upon the surface of a 
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custard. The more expert could strike the custard again 
and again without damaging it. 

Repeated blows by the bamboo rod, though it does 
not break the flesh, turns the skin blue from the blows, 
and causes excruciating pain. Madame Fu was scream- 
ing steadily, all through her ordeal. Ling Fu himself 
was wet with sweat, and constantly shaking in his despair. 

He was balancing the pain of his wife against the 
threat to millions of human beings, if he turned his atomic 
motor over to the Red Chinese. He came close to biting 
off his tongue, as he was forced to watch her breasts 
beaten into bloody paste—they were using a split-bam- 
boo rod now, and its sharp edges were slicing away 
her flesh as might a series of razors—and then her 
belly. She was scarcely alive at this time. Ling Fu knew 
she would not live; and since most of her nerve endings 
had been whipped away, there was no more pain for her. 

She died under the bamboo rod. 

Cleverly, the Maoists took Ling Fu away and put him 
alone in his cell, to reflect upon what had happened to 
his wife, and what was likely to happen to his daughters. 
He did not sleep all night. He was haggard and hollow- 
eyed next morning when they came to drag him to the 
court room. 

His oldest daughter was tied by her ankles to twin 
chains and suspended upside down. The pulleys creaked 
and her slim golden legs were dragged apart, exposing 
her virginity to the bamboo rod. 

The torturer struck only once. Ling Fu was on his 
feet, his scream close to drowning out the agonized cry 
that tore from the lips of his oldest daughter, “Stop! In 
the name of Mao Tes-tung—stop! I will do as you ask. 
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I will build another motor. Only let my daughters go.” 

They brought him to a big laboratory some miles 
beyond Chuking, where they placed the entire establish- 
ment at his disposal. The daughters were kept in se- 
clusion in Wuhan. They would be well treated, so long 
as Ling Fu did what was asked and obeyed the Maoists. 

Ling Fu knew well enough that once his atomic motor 
was built, he himself would be slain. The Red Chinese 
would have what they wanted of him, and he would be 
of no further use. His two girls would also be slain, in- 
all probability. 

Ling Fu planned to escape. With his. scientific mind 
it was easy, under guise of working on his atomic motor, 
to construct a series of trinitrotoluene vials, well hid- 
den, that would explode once an electronic signal was 
flashed to the lead azide which served the vials as a 
primer. 

Ling Fu was allowed to go walking in the gardens to 
one side of the laboratory compound. He took to walk- 
ing a little farther each day, until he would stroll the 
cobblestoned streets of the town which had grown up 
beside the science buildings. He would stop in at stores, 
exchange friendly greetings, buy a little tobacco for his 
pipe or an orange on which to munch, 

His TNT bombs took seven and a half months to 
make and hide. He waited another month, until the 
height of the Red Guard atrocities in the spring of 1967. 
Then he pressed the plunger that sent the laboratory 
buildings rocketing skyhigh, and fled on foot for the 
Yunnan plateau. 

Along the way he stole a big Kashgar stallion and 
galloped the beast almost to death on the route he chose 
through the Minya Konka mountain passes and then 
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southward along the banks of the Chinsha river, to 
Wehsi. Then he turned westward, crossing over the In- 
dian border at night and made his way through the 
Pangsau Pass. Here he swung to the west, skirting past 
East Pakistan, until he came at last to Calcutta. 

“There are many people in India,” murmured Kasim 
Chand, eyes closed and shuddering to the waves of de- 
light that shook his body, “who hate the Red Chinese. 
We have not forgotten the attack they made upon us 
when they invaded India in 1962. So Ling Fu was wel- 
comed with open arms by the authorities. 

“He was hidden away and a number of young men 
were sent to be his servants, to carry out his orders. 
In India, Ling Fu began working on his small atomic 
motor, He re-wrote his notebook. But even while he was 
working most industriously he was thinking about com- 
ing to your United States. 

“Only the United States dared defy the communist 
threats of Red China, by its war in Viet Nam. Or so 
Ling Fu felt. He was determined to get his revenge on 
the Maoists who had tortured his wife to death, and 
he intended to do this by going to the United States 
and offering it his atomic motor.” 

Kasim Chand. was groaning, his hips were moving 
back and forth. His eyes were half closed, but what I 
could see of them showed them to be feverishly bright. 
He was in that state the French name avoid velleites, in 
which the psyche is lost in a sensual sea of pleasure. 

I could deny him no longer. His hands under my 
micro-skirt were fondling me so hungrily that my own 
body was jerking its hips. His fingers had caught hold 
of my pantihose and were denuding my hips of their 
black patterned nylon. He leaned down suddenly, and 
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ran his mouth across my thigh where he had bared it. 

All around me, there ware the sounds of nude bodies 
slapping together. I could see a girl writhing against 
the back of a chair, head tossing fitfully as her thin 
bare arms were wrapping about a youth who kept 
jabbing, jabbing, jabbing at her with his loins. Her 
mouth opened as if to scream, but she made no sound. 

The screen on the wall showed a slide of two women 
and a husky man, united in a triangle of interlocked 
mouths and privacies. I stared up at it blindly as Kasim 
Chand knelt to pull off the legs of my pantihose so I 
was naked under the microskirt and the flower print 
blouse. Then his lips started sliding up an inner thigh. 

“Ling Fu,” I moaned, telling myself I had a duty to 
perform. 

There was no answer, only the soft suctioning sounds 
of his lips against my flesh. I tried to think of other 
things, sought to calm my fevered blood by reciting 
one of the poems I had committed to memory years ago. 

Kasim Chand was an expert at the love kiss, 

The love kiss is the faire minette of the French, the 
qiradz of the Arabs, the padmachati of the Hindus. It 
is the touch of tongue and lips on the female minon, 
as Rabelais called it, the worshipping caress that is 
sometimes referred to as the gamahuchage. It was this 
caress which the Empress Wu Hu of the T’ang dynasty 
demanded of the foreign ambassadors and her own 
Chinese statesmen who came to seek her favor. In the 
ancient biblical lands, this minette was considered the 
proper due of the wanton Midianite woman, who were 
both beautiful and perversely promiscuous, They offered 
up their pleasure in this act to the honor of their carnal 
god, Baal-peor. 
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I found my hands clutching his long hair, holding 
him in a, painful grip. My bare legs were lifting of 
their own will, it seemed, to make him my prisoner of 
love. I held him tighter, squeezing him between my 
thighs. I groaned, I cried out, as his devotions shook 
me like a leaf in the wind. Finally I was unable to control 
myself. I screamed thickly in that agony of pleasure 
known as the gokuraku-ojo in Japan. 

We were motionless for a long time, Kasim Chand 
still gripped by his fleshy prison-bars. Trembling and 
shaking, just as I had been. He was unsatisfied, he must 
have been in torment. 

I crooned, “Come, Kasim Chand. You will never be 
able to tell me anything, being so excited. Come, let me 
calm you.” 

He rose up, he fumbled with his hip-huggers, pushing 
them down. He lunged himself at me, and completed our 
union in the familiar man-above position. 

How long we moved together on the divan, I do not 
know. Eventually the Indian cried out and trembled, his 
arms like steel bars about my softness. Then he pushed 
himself away and slid off me. 

“Marijuanna is supposed to be an aphrodisiac,” he 
muttered. “I don’t know whether it is or not—it’s de- 
tived from the hemp plant, you know, from which we 
also get hashish—but I guess I really didn’t need it.” 

The hemp plant to which Kasim Chand referred is 
called cannabis sativa in America, and cannabis indica 
in India. It is related to the hop plant, from which we 
take the hops used to flavor beer and ale. It grows 
up to twenty feet in height and contains many dark green 
leaves. Marijuana is made from the resinous leaves of 
the female plant, the hemp plant being dioscious, both 
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male and female. Hashish is taken from the very tops 
of the plant, where the most resinous leaves are to be 
found. Often these plants are stripped of all foliage but 
these topmost leaves, to get a stronger drug. 

“Pot doesn’t act like an aphrodisiac,” I told him, “un- 
less you consider that, since it slows down your physical 
reactions, it gives you more staying power. Marijuana 
also causes a slight intoxication, the way a couple of 
belts of liquor might do. It’s a kind of pick-me-up, but 
it doesn’t turn you on: sexually.” 

His smile was lazy. “You speak of Western people’s 
reactions to the weed, honey. In the East—which is a lot 
older than your Uncle Sam, and has had much more 
time to become accustomed to the effects of such drugs— 
it is a definite aphrodisiac. Believe me, I could quote you 
cases.” 

He made a motion and I lifted out the packet of joints. 
This marijuana was of the black variety, harvested after 
a very hard frost. As a result, it gave you a strong 
smoke. I know; L.U.S.T. made it to order, against pos- 
sible need. The paper that formed the cigarette was 
Top, considered by experts to be the very best. 

“Now about Ling Fu,” I prompted. 

Kasim Chand lit up and drew several lungfuls be- 
fore he began to speak again, slowly, his head on the divan 
back, his right hand running up and down my upper 
thigh. “Ling Fu is a very cautious man... .” 

Being a scientist, Ling Fu had several good friends 
among the scientists in Calcutta. He made his way to 
the home of one such man, was welcomed by him and 
taken into his household. The Indian scientist made 
guarded inquiries, here and there. He learned there 
was a branch of the Indian government that roughly 
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corresponded to the Ministry of Defense in other na- 
tions. It was to his Defense Ministry he addressed himself. 

Ling Fu was assured of asylum until such time as he 
could be safely ushered out of India and into the United 
States. The American ambassador was consulted. He 
contacted our National Security Agency, which is a 
branch of the intelligence service not nearly so well 
publicized as the Central Intelligence Agency, but which 
is perhaps, even more powerful. 

The ambassador was given permission to promise sanc- 
tuary to Ling Fu in the United States, proving Ling Fu 
was whom he said he was, the foremost Red Chinese 
scientist. The American government would need some 
proof of this. 

“TI am the proof,” Kasim Chand said, “the living 
proof!” 
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Chapter TWO 


I guess I looked a little stunned. 

The Indian youth turned sideways and opened his 
flower-print shirt. His hairless chest stared me in the 
face. His smile was gleeful. 

“You can see nothing, unless you use infra-red light,” 
he told me. “Then you will notice part of a mechanical 
‘diagram, plus several formulas. Ling Fu assured me 
that these nia convince your top scientists that he is 
whom he says.” 

“Infra-red,” I muttered. “Oh, great! Where am I 
going to get an infra-red camera, at a time like this?” 

“Surely there is an infra-red camera in your city?” 

“Well, of course there is. I just don’t have any handy.” 
I thought a minute, then smiled a trifle maliciously. “How- 
ever, I know where I can get one. Excuse me, Kasim 
old boy.” 

I got to my feet. The air was filled with that incense- 
like smell to be found wherever the “heads” are smok- 
ing pot. I stumbled over a pair of black-stockinged legs 
that appeared to have three male hands attached to 
them, running up and down. I came close to stepping 
on a girl bent above a young man, her head bobbing 
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thythmically up and down. I almost stepped on the face 
of a pretty red-headed girl, slowly moving back and 
forth as a youth pleasured her body. 

I found David Anderjanian sitting on a straight- 
backed chair, studying the slide projection—in living 
color—of a nude girl sitting astride the thighs of an 
equally naked man. The girl in the slide projection was 
not moving; after all, it was just a slide; but the wench 
atop David was slithering from side to side in the move- 
ment first attributed to the maids of Didymus. Her long 
black hair flew back and forth just as did her hips. 
What burned me was, I had showed that particular 
motion to David myself. 

I slapped him on his bare shoulder. “Duty calls, chief!” 
I called. The girl opened her eyes at the sound of my 
voice. Her lips fell apart in an involuntary reflex as 
her stomach muscles spasmed and her body bucked. 

I am not heartless. I said sweetly, “I'll wait, honey.” 

After a time David muttered, “What is it, Oh Oh 
Sex?” 

My nickname of Oh Oh Sex is a big joke (ha! ha!) to 
the agents of L.U.S.T. I punched him on the shoulder 
for using it, and watched the black-haired dish dismount, 
swinging a long bare leg off the thigh of my case officer. 

“Go get me an infra-red camera,’ I snarled. 

David looked up at me, the ecstatic aftermath of his 
love-bout still mirrored on his face. “You want to take 
pictures? Look, Eve... .” 

I bent to whisper in his ear. “Of something Kasim 
Chand has on his chest! Something about a formula or 
two that will tell the high mucky-mucks that Ling Fu is 
their boy. No more.” I added, “You didn’t think I wanted 
Photographic proof of your infidelity, did you?” 
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David grinned, some of his ecstasy fading away, “Hey, 
you're not jealous, are you, honey? Of little old me?” 

I pinched him in the belly. He grunted and got up. 
“Put your pants on,” I snapped. “And get going. We 
don’t have all day.” 

“What’s the rush?” he grumbled. “We have all the 
time in the world.” 

I glanced at the girl standing beside David and sniffed. 
David grinned. “Okay, okay. I’m on my way.” He reached 
for the floosey’s hand, “You come too, sweetie. I don’t 
trust my old girl friend.” 

“Old girl friend?” I screeched. 

A hand clapped me on my naked behind. A voice told 
me to keep it quiet, I was interfering with the love-in 
going on around me. I turned and went back to Kasim 
Chand who was sprawled out on the divan, puffing his 
joint very complacently. To my practiced eye, he seemed 
living proof that a stick can be very aphrodisiacal where 
a young Indian is involved. 

I sat down on him, hearing him groan. 

We had some time to kill. We might as well destroy 
it with delight, I told myself. Besides, Kasim Chand made 
a very tempting sight to a gal with a low boiling point. 

The position of Saint George, as it was known to Vic- 
torian England, is called the woman-above position in 
the love manuals, It is a method of taking pleasure much 
indulged in by Andromache of Troy with her husband 
Hector. Thus in the erotic tradition, I, who was the 
rider, became the ‘horse of Hector.’ 

A woman, if she is alert to the nuances of expression 
of her partner in pussycat-craft, will be able to control 
the tempo in this type of lovemaking. She can hasten 
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or slow it according to the movements of her body. I 
slowed it, I kept it at a low pitch. I made it last. 

I made it last too long. 

A hand fastened itself around my leg that was bent 
as I knelt astride of the Indian. The hand was a male 
hand, and strong. It pulled me sideways, yanking me 
free of Kasim Chand. 

“Group grope, lovie,’” somebody whispered. 

Hands were all over me, on my thighs, my buttocks, 
sliding up my naked sides to my breasts. I was lifted 
and moved along through the air, as mouths bit and 
kissed my body. It was exciting, exhilarating. Out of the 
corners of my eyes I saw three girls bending above 
Kasim Chand, their lips kissing him, their hands fon- 
dling. 

‘The three girls dragged him off the divan, onto a 
fourth girl who had dropped onto her back to cradle 
his flesh. Instantly her arms went about him as her lips 
drew his lips deep within her own. The three girls work- 
ing as her love partners fell upon them, turning them 
onto their sides. 

Kasim Chand went out of sight beneath four female 
bodies. I could see no more, I was surrounded by 
males, big and strong young men who sought my breasts 
with hands and mouths, who yanked my legs apart so 
fingers and tongues could indulge their wildest fancies. 

The group grope was beginning. 

Usually the group grope proceeds slowly, with a hand 
stroking casually, sliding under a blouse to fondle a 
stiff-nippled breast, to inch its path up an inner thigh 
lazily and seemingly without purpose. The slow build-up, 
the easy approach, the casual carnality. The boys and 
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girls lie sprawled across the floor, on the carpet or 
on cushions. They smoke their sticks, they eat the grape 
jelly and drink the grape soda that seems to be so 
much a part of marijuana smoking. They have them- 
selves a feel day. 
Their hands grope. Over a bared belly, across a 
. smooth, full thigh, A hand grips a breast, naked under 
a shirtwaist, and shakes it gently. The same hand catches 
hold of a rigid nipple, tugging at it. A throat makes 
a growning sound. A body jerks in helpless convulsion. 
. The moans were louder. All around me, the male 
and female bodies were moving mindlessly, without 
thought, with only passion stirring in the flesh. A girl 
was sliding her hand across the bulging front of a 
youth with uncut hair hanging to his shoulders. He was 
gasping with open mouth, eyes squeezed shut. His hips 
lifted and fell as the palm went on caressing him and 
the girl laughed softly, staring at what she did. 

I felt my body shudder. Male hands were groping me, 
up between my legs, along the full thighs, teasing, tempt- 
ing. A tornado of lust was gathering in my middle, and 
my mouth admitted it with a throaty moan. 

My head turned to the left, where Kasim Chand was 
straining away from the hands of the four girls who 
were stroking and caressing his maddened flesh. He was 
trying to consume the desire that made him shake so 
much, but the girls would have none of it. They were 
modern priestesses of Baal-peor, they worshipped the 
female divinity of Astarte while adoring the male char- 
acteristics of her consort, Baal. 

I shuddered and screamed, my body flopping help- 
lessly. 

I swung my head to the right. A thin red-headed girl, 
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only slightly plumper than a stick, was holding onto a 
big husky boy who looked like a football player. His 
hands were fastened fore and aft on the thin girl, the 
muscles in his arms rippled and bulged as he swung 
about her like a toy, while her hands clung in frantic 
excitement to his ready flesh. 

The floor was a living carpet of sliding, slithering 
bodies. Fingers and palms and fingernails worked like 
snails crawling over breasts and bellies and genitals. The 
moans and the sudden shirks were a diabolic diapason 
ringing in my ears. 

The group grope is the Twentieth Century version of 
the Aphrodisia of ancient Greece, the equivalent of the 
erotic orgies that surrounded the adoration of Diony- 
sos, god of wine, or Aphrodite, goddess of love. In 
ancient Assyria, the goddess Mylitta was adored in a 
series of féte days in which human sacrifices were of- 
fered to the goddess, men and women being tortured 
to death in the name of love, in accordance with the 
streak of sadism that was part of the Assyrian psyche. 
The Egyptians held love parades, with their love-priest- 
esses, the cistophores, carrying the golden phalli in 
golden urns, and offering themselves to any man along the 
route of march. 

Scarcely any meal of public nature, either the sym- 
posiums of Greeks or the florialia of the Romans, was 
without its erotic dancers and flute-girls, who could 
be pulled onto a couch and enjoyed in full view of the 
diners. The worship of the golden calf by the Hebrews 
while Moses was atop Mount Sinai, was an orgy of this 
nature. 

There is something in the very nature of man which 
Seems, at times, to demand the pulling-out of the stop- 
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gaps, a loosening of the moral fibres, a sex session in 
which the inhibitions and the repressions of the norm 
are forgotten, put aside before an inner need to yield 
the flesh to casual embraces. The psychiatrist calls it a 
psychic compulsion to blow off emotional steam, a com- 
pensation for the frustrations of the daily life. Contin- 
ued frustration can drive a man to madness; the orgy 
permits him to participate in the secret desires that he 
yearns for, under cover of the fact that everybody else 
is doing the same thing, and nobody wants to be a party- 
pooper. 

The very word orgy is derived from the term orgia, 
which means secret rites in the ancient Greek. It, in 
turn, is borrowed from the Greek word orgaos, which 
is the source of our own term, the orgasm. The orgy 
and the orgasm are thus inter-related, one being very 
much the same as the other. 

In this modern-day orgy of which I was such an in- 
tegral part, I watched man mount women, and women 
mount upon men. I felt myself lifted and carried to 
Kasim Chand where he groaned and writhed in the 
grip of eight female hands. Male hands lowered me 
upon him, much as the Roman brides in the days of 
the Caesars were lowered upon the rigid member of 
the bridal god, Mutunus Tutunus. 

I bounced, I swung. Under me, Kasim Chand thrust 
and drove. We rode the crest of a wave that washed 
pleasure across our flesh until Kasim Chand was shout- 
ing in Sanskrit and I was yelling absolute nonsense. 

And then, when Kasim Chand and I were shuddering 
into our final moments of nayf— 

A gun went off. 

Kasim Chand did not hear it, or perhaps he heard 
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it only as a background sound to the bells and clappers 

going off in his head. Me, I am trained to react to 
trouble. To a member of L.U.S.T., at a time like this, 
a gunshot spelled danger in out-sized letters. 

I came off Kasim Chand as if he was a gun firing 
a bullet, with me as the bullet. I dropped on my bare 
feet, bent over, staring through the marijuana smoke 
for somebody I could assign to H.A.T.E. or maybe even 
D.R.AG.O.N. 

I saw nobody suspicious. The boys and girls, these 
‘right cats, were still busy purring up their individual 
storms, I reached for my shoulder purse. Besides the 
joints David Anderjanian had given me, ‘I-carried a 
wallet, that was real, and a key-case, that was fake, being 
a miniaturized dart gun. 

The darts themselves were coated with a chemical 














_ designed to kill a person almost on contact. It is poterity, 
stuff. It paralyzes instantly, and kills in a matter of sec- 


onds. It was smeared all over twenty thin needles that 
the key-case fired by means“of a powerful spring. 

I grabbed the key-case and held it in my right hand. 

Kasim Chand rolled onto his side and hooked one of 
my bare thighs with an arm, drawing me toward him. 
His sensuously large lips ran up and down my bare 
thigh, sending carnal chills all around my erogenous 
zones, 

“Not now, honey,” I breathed. 

His lips did not answer me with the sound, unless you 
consider the soft susurus of a mouth as it kisses a but- 
tock-cheek to be a sound. I shivered and pressed against 

him. His tongue came out to join in the fun, licking 
across my flesh. 

If any H.A.T.E. agents were to come charging into 
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the room now, I would be in a mighty poor condition 
to put up a battle. My body was thinking about fun, 
not fight. I was shivering from my redly painted toes to 
my blonde hair. 

As if to remind me that I was on a job, I heard a girl 
scream. The scream was echoed by a number of gun- 
shots, All hell was breaking loose below-stairs. The big 
barn-like room where the dancers were frugging and 
jerking was erupting into a maelstrom of madness, The 
screams and the gunshots were blending under my bare 
feet in a symphony of scare-sounds. 

I put a hand down to push Kasim Chand away. 

“Listen, damn it! Listen!” 

He heard what was happening. He lifted onto an el- 
bow and his face went hard. Then he was off the divan, 
gripping my arm. Fear showed bright in his eyes. 

“What is it? Tell me!” 

“Tt isn’t the fuzz,” I snapped. “The police are work- 
ing with us on this case, as they always do. No, it’s got 
to be—” 

The hallway door opened. A man came into the room, 
bent over, a Colt automatic in a hand. He was dressed 
like a hippie, but he didn’t fool me for a nano-second. 
He was too old to be a real hippie. 

His eyes went around the room. They got one look 
at Kasim Chand and his gun came up. Before he could 
take aim, I pressed the firing pin of my key-case. 

There was a pinging sound. 

The man stiffened, and a grotesque look of surprise 
touched his features. His body jerked to the impact of 
the needle, then he was trying to right himself and fire 
his automatic. I don’t think he ever knew what it was 
that had stung him for a brief moment. 
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_ Because he started to fall forward. As he fell, his 
finger tightened in reflex action on the Colt and he 
pumped a bullet at the floor. His body and the bullet 


hit the bare wood together. He never moved again. 


The right cats were up all around us now, screaming 
and yelling. I jabbed Kasim Chand with an index finger, 
gesturing at his discarded clothes. 

He began to dress, with me right beside him, urging 
him to hurry even as I pulled on my flower-print blouse 
and micro-skirt. I didn’t bother with the pantihose. I 


_ just slipped my feet into my sandals and grabbed at my 


shoulder purse, 


“Let’s go, let’s go,” I yelled. 

We ran for the door. 

I smelled the smoke moments before my hand grasped 
the doorknob and turned it. As the door came open a 


_ grey fog swept into the room, choking me and blinding 


me to what lay beyond the door. 

Somebody screamed, “Fire! Fire!” 

Kasim Chand yelled, “Let’s get out of here.” 

I shot through the door like an arrow off the bow- 
string, the Indian youth at my heels. We stepped onto 
floodboards heated by the flames eating at the flower- 
print drapes and the psychedelic posters hung on the 
walls below. Red tongues of fire licked up over the bal- 
cony edge. Underfoot, along the bar-like floor, the 
hippies were running here and there, screeching in 
fright. : 

There was no sense going down there. I could see a 
couple of men with guns in their hands, firing at any 
flower children they thought might be L.U.S.T. agents 
in disguise. 

The police would be here mighty shortly. 
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I grabbed Kasim Chand by a hand. “Up!” I yelled. 
“We'll go up to the roof—and get away that way.” 

We ran fast. Kasim Chand was right behind me, 
breathing heavily. I think he was scared to death, I was 
feeling the fright plight myself. I know my knees were 
rubbery and all I could think about was that damned 
fire, 
And the fire was spreading. The building was old, 
dried-out. The flames that had begun licking along the 
draped and postered walls below, were eating inside 
the walls, now. They radiated heat as we ran past them 
up the staircase. Ahead of me I saw part of a wall ex- 
plode and flames come through. I hopped over the blaz- 
ing debris. 

The gunshots still kept echoing in our ears as the 
H.A.T.E. agents blasted away. It seemed as if they were 
out to destroy the entire hippie movement, forever. 

I heard a thud behind me. I turned. 

A bullet had plowed into Kasim Chand, hitting him 
in the left side. A red stain was growing on his flower- 
print shirt. He lurched sideways, lifting a hand to the 
bullet hole. His eyes were wild, staring. His mouth opened 
and closed as if he sought to speak and could not. 

I dove for him. I grabbed him with my right arm 
about his waist and lifted his left arm over my shoulder. 
I breathed, “Come on! Hurry!” 

The H.A.T.E. boys were firing at us both, now. They 
were zeroing in with their automatics, figuring we must 
be the ones they were after. A thought flashed through 
my head: where was David Anderjanian? Not that he 
could do us any good right now, but at least he might 
bring the fuzz on the run. 

We hobbled, bent over, trying to hide behind the 
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slatted rail of the staircase, Bullets chipped the hand- 
rail, driving splinters of wood at us. Kasim Chand was 
not heavy, but he did make a good weight in his wounded 
condition, since he was suffering from shock and the 
" pain of the bullet eating in him. I urged him to hurry. 
He tried, I give him that much; but it was a losing 
fight. The bullet had entered his left side, right about 
where the middle ribs join the sternum. His’ face was 
almost ashen and he let more and more of his weight 
sat onto my shoulders. 

: I had to keep him alive. We had to photograph the 
_ formulae written in chemicals on his chest. So we stag- 
_ gered on up the stairs. 

Just behind a landing I could make out a door that 
led out onto the roof. If we got there, we would be 
safe enough. I hugged Kasim Chand, urging him to keep 
up his good work. 

: A bullet hit the wall ahead of us. I felt the Indian 

sag as his left arm dropped from my shoulder. His body 

turned slightly, tearing free of my arm about his waist. 

He gave a little cry, and lurched backwards. 

3 I had taken a step forward, so that I was two steps 

_ above the one he had been standing on. To my horror I 
saw him reel and bang into the fire-heated wall. The 
plasterwork gave way under the impact. 

The wall collapsed around him, showering him with 
flame and burning debris. At the same instant the stair- 
case swayed outward, away from the wall. The treads 
where he stood broke away from the step where I was 
standing. 

_ A pit of blazing flames opened below my feet. 

Kasim Chand screamed. His clothes were on fire, his 

flower-print shirt and hip-huggers alive with red flames. 


35 











0 US 











I leaned forward, extending my hand, 

“Jump!” I screamed. 

He could not. He was as if frozen there in his agony 
on that swaying stretch of staircase that bent further 
and further away from the burning wall. The flames 
were licking at the wall and at the dry wooden stair- 
case, they were eating at Kasim Chand. 

I dared not jump to his side of the broken stairs. My 
added -weight and the impact of my leap would cause 
the staircase to come loose from its joinings, and hurl 
us both down into the sea of flames that was the ballroom 
floor. 

“Kasim Chand—come on!” 

His bulging eyes stared at me as if he had never seen 
me. The burning shirt was hanging in ribbons from 
his scorched’ flesh. He made a vague gesture in the air. 

I shook my hand at him. “Jump, I'll catch you.” 

He took a step. The staircase swung outward danger- 
ously above the blazing ballroom floor. It swung back 
toward the wall. 

And the Indian leaped. 

How much will power was needed for him to try and 
bridge that red-tongued fire-gap, I shall never know. 
He leaped, and for an eternal moment he hung there, 
suspended in the air. 

He hit the stairs where I stood. My hands darted out. 
I caught his wrists and yanked, going backward on my 
behind. I hit a stair tread and clung to him for endless 
moments, His weight was too much for me. He began 
to slip. 

His legs hung over the fire. He was a human marsh- 
mallow for the toasting. His head went back and he 
howled an agonized scream upward at the rafters. 
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_ My legs came up, locked about his lean middle. 
Holding him by legs and hands on his wrists, I. wrig- 


-gled myself one step higher. And another. His clothes 


were charred ashes on him by this time, and some of 
his flesh was blistering from the heat. 

Damn H.A.T.E.! I thought. I was too busy panting 
to try and talk. I fought his dead weight and the heat, 
dragging him up to safety. Safety? The walls were burn- 


_ ing. Our section of the broken staircase was also in 


flames. My flesh was getting cooked, in that incinerator. 
My head banged against the door that faced out- 


ward onto the rooftop. I had wriggled as far as I 


could. I eased Kasim Chand down onto the treads—the 
tiny bit of staircase where we were huddled was waver- 
ing now as flames ate along the supports that held it 
to the wall. 

I clawed my way up the door until both my hands 
fastened about the knob. I breathed a prayer that the 
door would open. If it did not—I risked a glance be- 
hind and below me—both Kasim Chand and I would 
drop into the raging sea of flames that was the ballroom 
floor. 

The knob turned. The door swung outward. 

I leaned my forehead against the metal door, A cool 
wind was blowing in at me off the roof. It revived me. 

I turned and grabbed Kasim Chand by his wrists. 
I pointed my buttocks at the open door and moved 
backwards, dragging his scorched body. He bumped and 
flopped, but he came with me. 

When he was on the roof, I slammed the door shut. 
It would not be long before the roof caved in and fell 
down into the awesome gap which would be formed by 
the burning interior of the building. I set myself the 
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task of dragging him backward to the edge of the roof, 
where it made a drop to the roof of the adjoining 
building. 

We made slow progress. Underfoot, the roof was 
hot, with a heat that stung my almost bare feet in the 
hippie sandals I was wearing. I danced a little, lifting 
one foot and then the other, but I managed to get Kasim 
Chand to the edge. 

I let go of his wrists. I turned and mounted the wall- 
rise between the hippie ballroom rooftop and the lower 
roof of the building next door. There was a metal 
ladder affixed to the bricks. I would have to lift Kasim 
Chand in a fireman’s hitch and carry him down that 
ladder. 

I heard a loud groan. The groan was followed by a 
loud crack and a thunderous roar. I stood frozen, my 
every muscle paralyzed. 

I whirled—and screamed. 

The entire roof was caving in. There was a widen- 
ing hole in the middle of the roof through which I 
could stare into a red, sullen glow of fire. More and 
more of the roof was breaking off, already weakened 
by the flames, and collapsing into that scarlet inferno. 

As it did so— 

Kasim Chand was sliding down the steep plane of the 
roof which was still attached to its roof-wall. His body 
was gathering speed, aimed at the jagged, blazing edge 
of the huge open maw through which flames came leap- 
ing. 

I hurled myself forward, reaching for him. 

The formula the N.S.A. wanted was painted on his 
chest. If our side didn’t get that, nobody would know 
whether it was the real Ling Fu or an imposter who 
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wanted asylum in Uncle Sam country. I had to get him, 
save him. 

My hand closed on his ankle. I steadied myself, lock- 
ing my own ankles in the ladder uprights, as anchors 
against falling into that red hot sea below me. I drew 
a deep breath and began to tug. He was hanging on 
the rim of the jagged opening, I could see flames eating 
up around his limp body. 

He did not stir. He may have been dead. 

I started pulling him upward. Under his body, what 
was left of the roof swayed up and down. I was lying 
on that swinging segment of the broken roof. Its heat 
burned through my blouse and I felt as if my breasts 
were being branded. I bit down on my lower lip to 
stifle a scream. 

I got his knees in my hands, and then his upper 
thigh. The smell of his scorched flesh was nauseating. 
Slowly, I began inching backwards, doubling my legs 
under me, pulling him upward. In this position, I could 
reach behind me, grab one of the ladder uprights. 

I yanked myself back toward the wall. I drew Kasim 
Chand with me. A few moments more, and I would make 
it. I was huffing and puffing like the wolf in the fairy- 
tale, but I was getting somewhere. 

Kneeling on the wall-top, I got part of my shoulder 
under the Indian youth and heaved him upward. His 
body was scorched, there were flames smouldering in 
what was left of his clothes; I had to beat them out 
with my palms. 

I backed down the ladder. 

When my foot touched the other roof, I damn near 
collapsed. I was suffering pain, too. I could feel the blis- 
ters growing all over me. But I had to keep going. I 
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got a better grip on Kasim Chand and staggered across 
the roof to the other side. There was another building 
there, and beyond that, still another. 

I started walking. 

I was at the next to last roof, before the buildings 
came to a stop where the intersecting street opened up, 
when my legs got all rubbery, They started sliding this 
way and that, and I pitched forward on my face. 

I felt like dying. I did not die. I just lay there and 
felt like it, because after a while I heard somebody yell 
and then there was the tramp of heavy boots. A fireman 
in a black rubber coat and thick boots and a red helmet 
perched on his smoke-blackened head, was bending over 
me. 

“Jees,” he breathed, looking at Kasim Chand. He 
swallowed hard, then asked, “You all right, mac?” 

I guess he thought I was a man or a boy. But when 
I turned over and my fire-shredded flower shirt gaped, 
his eyes got wide. He said, “I mean—miss?” 

“JT think so. What about him?” 

“He won't feel anything any more, lady. He’s dead. 
But never mind him, it’s you I gotta get to a hospital. 
Those burns must hurt like hell.” 

They did hurt like hell. Now that the struggle was 
over, I began to feel my wounds. My breasts stung, my 
legs smarted, there was an agony in my hands, I shiv- 
ered, lying there. I guess I was in shock. 

The fireman went away to the edge of the roof, cup- 
ping his hands and bellowing through them. “Get a doctor 
up here on the double. I got a burned dame for the 
ambulance. And hurry it up!” 

They hurried it up, I suppose. I was half unconscious 
anyway, so time meant nothing to me, but when I opened 
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my eyes I saw a doctor bending over me, rubbing my 
upper arm with a chunk of wet cotton. He inserted a 
needle. I fell asleep, 

When I woke up, David Anderjanian was standing be- 
side my hospital cot. His shoulder was heavily bandaged, 
and his left arm was in a sling. He was grinning like a 
werewolf at sight of a blood bank. 
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Chapter THREE 


“What happened to you?” I croaked. 

“I got shot up by H.A.T.E.,” he chuckled, seating him- 
self on the edge of the mattress. “You know, that’s a 
funny thing, Eve. H.A.T.E. seemed to know all about 
our meeting with Kasim Chand. Why’s that, do you sup- 
pose?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. I stopped because it hurt. 

“J ache too much to think, right now.” 

“The doctor gives you three more days in bed. Then 
he says you can take a plane trip.” 

My eyes got wide. “You're not telling me I’m getting 
a paid vacation? Not you! You’re the man with the bad 
news. Let me think, after all.” 

“Don’t strain the brain. I'll tell you. You’re going 
to fly to India. Lucky girl.” 

I started to sit up, then sank back. “You mean to tell 
me they found that formula on Kasim Chand, after all? 
He looked so burned—so scorched. . . .” 

“No, they didn’t get it. But the brass in the National 
Security Agency and the Central Intelligence Agency 
figure it’s worth a try to gamble on the fact that Ling 
Fu really does want asylum. You might say that when 
H.A.T.E. made their try at killing Kasim Chand, they 
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put the dot on the period. They made believers of the 
bosses. 

“In other words, they confirmed the fact that the real 
Ling Fu is hiding out somewhere in India and wants in. 
Otherwise, why should H.A.T.E, bother to step into the 
affair?” 

“Sounds reasonable,” I admitted. “What do I have 
to do?” 

“Get better, first of all. After that, we'll have a coun- 
cil of war. Then you’ll learn what the brass wants.” 

I settled back under the bed covers. I knew what the 
brass wanted, without being told. I was going to go 
flying into India, I was going to have to find Ling Fu— 
and get him out through a gauntlet of H.A.T.E. guns. 
It was no easy job they had lined up for me. What 
made it worse was the fact that David Anderjanian 
would be stateside with that black-haired flower-child 
floosey he’d taken up with in the Avant Garde Arena. 
As a female, I did not like that at all But I smiled 
serenely up at him. 

Because I had no idea. 

They say a woman is a creature of emotion, that she 
thinks with her heart. Well, maybe it’s true. I was using 
something besides my brains at the moment, that’s for 
sure. 

I asked sweetly, “Whatever happened to the far-out 
floosey you were carousing with at the hippie haven, 
honey?” 

“Freda? Oh, she’s around and about.” 

I murmured sweetly, “I’m going to throw myself a 
bon voyage party, David. Say, next Thursday evening. 
I want you and Freda to come as my guests.” 

He looked suspicious. I guess David Anderjanian knew 
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his number one spy girl, all right. But he did not know 
her well enough. 

“I_I guess I could get in touch with her. But why 
do you want her? Why don’t you and I have a farewell 
fling, the way we've done from time to time?” 

“It’s a party, David. We need guests.” 

He shrugged. “Oh, all right. I'll come.” 

I started getting better right then and there, The 
nurse who came to see to my needs found me getting 
out of bed. She hurried forward, protesting, telling 
me I had to lie still and rest. 

“How can I rest—not knowing how much of me is 
burned?” I asked her, reasonably enough. “I’m sup- 
posed to have peace of mind, right? Well, Ill never 
have that unless I’m sure the old body is in standard 
working order.” 

She was a young one, so she giggled. “Well, all right. 
Just a tiny peek, I guess.” Her hand caught my shoulder, 
turned me toward the standing mirror that was not 
part of the routine hospital room scene, but had been 
left over from a previous tenant. 

I lifted the wraparound that was my only garment. 
My legs looked perfect, below the middle of my thighs. 
No marks or burns on them. I lifted the hem of the 
wraparound a little more. 

From the navel down, I was all Eve Drum. Pale white 
thirty-five inch hips, the golden privacy, the thighs that 
were slimly plump, feminine. I turned. No marks on my 
pink backside, either. 

I drew a deep breath. The hospital smock came up 
to my chin. 

“Ohbhh!” I wailed. 

My breasts were wrapped in bandages. My eyes shot 
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peering past my shoulder. 

_ “Pm ruined! I’m not a girl-girl any more!” 

_ The nurse laughed. “Relax, honey—they’re just coated 
_ with some petroleum jelly, to alleviate the burns.” 

_ “Burns?” I shrieked, remembering the hot roof as I 
_ lay on my front and dragged Kasim Chand to what I 
thought would be safety. 

“Skin abrasions, burns, the skin is chafed, but no more.” 
_ Her voice was soothing, it made me sigh with relief. 
_ “In another week, there won't be a mark on them.” 
I sniffled. “You're sure? Absolutely sure?” 

_ “Lm sure. Say, for a dame who did what you did— 
that big blonde boy friend of yours told me how you 
dragged a guy out of a blazing fire and all that—you 
"Sure are carrying on something awful. Crying, for Pete’s 
sake!” 
Her face blurred through my tears. “I can be brave 
about some things—but n-not about me!” 
This is what makes me a woman, I guess. 
S My hands were bandaged, but there would be no 
scars on them, either, the nurse promised. I would be 
just as sexy as I was before my night with Kasim Chand. 
I felt a little better, hearing her promises and watch- 
ing her cross her heart. It was very important to my 
plan that I be as attractive as ever, when David and 
Freda came calling for my bon voyage party. 
I got back into bed. I became a perfect patient. 
Three days later, when the doctor came to remove 
my bandages, I had painted up my face, fluffed up my 
golden locks, and generally got myself ready to be the 


hospitalized femme fatale. The doctor was young and 
handsome. 
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He undid the wrappings around my hands. I stretched 
my fingers, I wriggled them, I held my palms up to 
the light flooding in through the window, and then 
stared hard at the backs of my hands. 

Outside a dab or ten of nail polish, they were just as 
they always had been. I gurgled happily. The doctor stood 
up. I widened my eyes and let my mouth fall open in 
dismay as I stared at him. 

“What about the rest of me? My—my breasts?” 

The doctor flushed slightly. “I was going to let Miss 
Koening take care of that,” he told me. 

“Oh, no, You do it. I can’t wait.” 

I threw back the covers, letting him get an eyeful of 
my bare legs under the twisted wraparound, if he 
wanted to look. He wanted to, all right. His eyes got bulgy, 
staring at the thighs and what was in between them be- 
fore I pulled the wrap around my nudity. 

He was a doctor; and doctors, like artists, are im- 
mune to the sight of a female flank. But he was also 
a healthy young man. I took his stare as a compliment 
to the Drum physique. 

I let the garment slip from my shoulders, turning 
my back to him. Over my bare shoulder I dimpled up, 
“You undo them, doctor. I’d feel ever so much better 
if you did it.” 

So would he, but I did not mention that phase of it. 
His hands dropped to the bandage ends and he began 
the unwrapping process. I think he was just as eager 
as I, to see what was under those dressings. He even 
hurried it a little. 

They were still there, thrusting out bold and white, 
with faint blue veins on their sleek round sides. I sighed 
in relief. The youthful doctor sighed, too. 3 
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“You have no idea how happy this makes me,” I smiled. 
“Me, too,” he nodded, “I enjoy seeing a well-turned- 
out brace of beauties like those, Miss Drum. Harumph! 
I am speaking medically; of course. To a doctor, the 
healthy body is a thing of beauty.” 
“Yeah, hey,” I laughed. 


He laughed too. Then he sobered and murmured, “I _ 


really should perform some tests, in case your breasts 
have lost their—er—sensitivtiy.” 

I pushed my shoulders back so my globes stood out 
more prominently. “I think that’s a marvelous idea, 
doctor. Why not explain everything to me as you—exam- 
ine me?” 

His face was flushed with excited blood. He put his 
hands under my breasts, lifting them and shaking them 
gently. His voice was hoarse as he asked, “Do you feel 
this, Miss Drum?” 

“Oh my goodness, doctor—I certainly do!” 

“That's because your thoracic and intercostal nerves 
_ are in excellent working order. The sensory nerves, 
those stimulated by caresses, for instance, relay their 
messages along the nerve tissue of your body to the 
pleasure center of your brain. The human body has two 
sets of nerves, the sensory and the motor nerves. Once 
a sensation begins, we call the impulses from outside 
the body, afferent impulses. Like this.” 

He caught my stiff nipples between his forefingers and 
thumbs, and gently rotated them. My hips squirmed in 
response. He smiled. 

“The nerve impulses of the body—that is, those that 
commence inside the body and are called the efferent 
_ impulses—travel along the central ganglia to the sensory 
spinal ganglia—and are relayed to the brain.” 
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My breasts were like rocks. I whispered, “It sounds 
terribly fascinating, doctor, You know, I’d like to know 
more about my bodily reactions to—stimuli.” 

My wraparound was open like the curtains on a stage, 

. and young Doctor Malone was staring at the play of 
| my flesh that was exposed. He was’ reacting to my show 
very vigorously. He looked like much fun. 
I said dreamily, “One of these nights I’m going to give 
. you a ring, so you can come over and complete your 
examination at your leisure. It'll just be casual dress, 
or maybe no dress at all. Sound like a yes answer?” 
He nodded, and straightened. “Any time?” he breathed. 
He walked out of the room rather awkwardly. I 
felt somewhat invigorated myself as I stretched out on 
the hospital bed and made my plans. I thought I heard 
a nurse cry out, “Why, doctor!” and giggle. I smiled 
to secret thoughts. 
They let me out of the hospital the next day. I took 
a taxi to my apartment—L.U.S.T. maintains apartments 
here and there in big cities for its operatives—and gath- 
ered up my charge account plates. Then I descended 
on Saks Fifth Avenue, Lord and Taylor’s, B. Altman 
. and Best’s. 
: By the time Thursday evening arrived, I was set for 
my party. I had some clam dip and crackers on the 
coffee table, martinis in the shaker, and the Drum body 
encased in gold lace pyjamas by Castillo. So as not to 
spoil the effect, I dispensed with anything under them. 
As I opened the door to David’s ring, his ebony-tressed 
trull took one look at me, and let her eyes go jackpot- 
on-the-tilt-board. Being a female, she saw that my breasts 
were free to bounce around behind the gold lace, and 
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that when I turned around, my gluteus maximae shook 
_ just as ripely. I walked ahead of them to the divan 
behind the coffee table and bent to lift the cocktail shaker. 
Smiling at Freda, I began to shake it. The Drum lolos 
shook right along with the Tanqueray gin and Tribuno 
dry vermouth. 

“Where’s the other guests?” David demanded, almost 
angrily. 

“There’s just us, honey,” I dimpled at him. 

The girl with the long black hair and the hippie out- 
fit—oh, yes, she was a devoted one, she was wearin 
_ her micro-skirt and flowered shirt, with the long 

black hair falling down her back, unadorned and al- 
most uncombed—was glancing from David to me sus- 

Piciously. She sat on the divan, pressing her thighs 

together. 

i I poured the drinks, I handed one to Freda and 
_ walked up against David with his, sliding an arm about 
his neck. I hugged him. 

“I want to thank you, David, for all those wonderful 
things you bought me.” 

The wench on the divan crossed her white net-stock- 
inged legs savagely, in a silent scream of indignant rage. 
Her face got red, too. 

“What things?” David croaked. 

“Oh, haven’t you told your little friend here?” I 
gasped, turning to smile down at her. “David, how could 

» 

“Told me what?” his little friend rasped. 

“That—but wait! I'll show you!” 

I ran into my bedroom, slipping out of the gold lace 
_ pyjama jacket at the same time so that Freda and David 
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could see my bare back as I passed through the door- 
way. I heard Freda say some angry words. David growled 
something I could not understand. Me, I giggled. 

I slid into a mini-length chemise, one size too small. 
It pushed up the Drum breasts and showed the bottoms 
of the Drum buttocks when I peered at my backside 
in the closet-door mirror. 

“This, first of all,’ I announced, making the grand 
entrance with arms spread out and breasts pushing up, 
almost bare in the lace bra-part of the slip, Freda 
grunted and leaned forward on the edge of the divan, 
glaring daggers. 

“There’s lots more,” I carolled. 

I slipped into a see-through beach shift, one of those 
white net things that don’t hide so much as a goose 
bump. I pranced into the room, and twirled. I had 
omitted the swimsuit usually worn under the shift. The 
effect was more spectacular. 

I felt thirsty so while Freda popped eyeballs at me, 
I bent to lift the cocktail glass and sip the martini. 
Ummm-mmmm. Good. David was scarlet with fury. I 
thought he was going to haul off and belt me on the 
bare behind. 

“These are just the frillies,” I babbled at the gaping 
Freda. “I have some really ravishing things for casual 
wear. I’ll go put them on.” 

This time when Freda spoke to David, I understood 
her. “Did you really buy all those things for her? 
You’ve been telling me you never have more than a five 
dollar bill to your name!” 

“Look, honey—she’s just trying to get you mad.” 

“She’s doing a good job of it!” 

“But don’t you understand? That’s her plan! She 
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wants to cut you out from under me. She’s going on a 
trip and—” 

“A speed trip? When?” 

“No, for God’s sake—forget that hippie hokus-pokus 
for a minute! A real trip. She’s on her way to India 
anda? 

I made my appearance. I said, “I want to thank you 
for that too, David. It’s real good of you to arrange 
that trip for me.” 

Freda stood up. She was breathing so heavily I thought 
the buttons on her flower-print blouse were going to 
Pop. 

I was really regal in a harem-style housecoat of 
striped nylon. It was gossamer thin in the electric light, 
or maybe even something like a colored mist. Me, I 
was naked under it. 

“This cost a hundred and ninety iron men,” I in- 
formed the room, pacing back and forth like a model. 
“Thank you, David dear.” 

David gurgled curses. 

Freda walked up to him, let her arm swing back, then 
brought her palm flat against his left cheek, hard and 
solid. There was a ringing splaaaaat. : 

“Honey, don’t be jealous,” I protested. “David and I 
are old bed buddies. We’re never jealous of what each 
other does—are we, David?” 

Freda screamed, “I don’t care what you do with 
each other, either. I’m a free soul myself! It’s the god- 
dam cheapness of this bastard that throws me!” 

She panted wildly, trying to swing on David again. I 
grabbed her, held her. David looked sick. He muttered, 
“You don’t understand, Freda. It’s just part of the 
game.” 
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I knew what David meant. In his role as a hippie, 
he carried no cash with him, outside maybe a one 
dollar bill and some change. But his girl friend with 
the long black hair wouldn’t buy anything other than 
the fact he was a cheap so and such. 

“He made me buy him hamburgers,” she shouted. “It 
was me who had to pay for a bottle of vino when we 
shacked up at my place.” 

Over her shoulder, my eyes accused David. He grinned 
weakly and spread his hands. I told myself he wasn’t 
going to shack up with his humping hippie while I was 
risking my neck for Uncle Sam in India! We secret ~ 
agents have some rights. 

I added fuel to the fire, by saying, “And he’s always 
so generous with me. Dinner at Luchows or Louis the 
Fifteenth or maybe even a lunch or two at the Colony.” 

“You bastard!” she screeched. 

I let her go so she could clout David one more time 
on the cheek, and then make a mad dash for the door. 
She was crying with rage by the time the door opened 
to her hand. I actually felt sorry for her. 

As the door slammed, David took one long stride 
toward me. His hand stabbed out to grab. But I ex- 
pected that reaction, so I ducked under his reach and 
said, “Unfair! Unfair! I can’t strike a superior officer!” 

He shouted horrible things at me, but he did nothing 
physical. I just beamed at him all the while, which, as 
any man knows, can be most infuriating. 

When he ran out of words, I pointed at the door. 
“You go, too,” I ordered. “I want to be alone with my 
shattered dreams.” 

He told me what I could do with my shattered dreams. 

I said, as he was opening the door, “Maybe in a week 
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two, Freda will forget her mad and see you. Of 
uurse, by that time I could be back home again, with 
ing Fu.” 

He stamped out of the apartment, absolutely furious. 

I sat down and crossed my bare legs under the harem 
housecoat. I sipped my martini. I had about half an 
hour before young Doctor Malone arrived. Just enough 
_ minutes to enjoy my cocktail and clear up any evidence 
that might betray the visit of David and Freda. 

Oh, yes. I had to get out of this revealing negligee 
and into something not quite as informal; say, a black 
nylon nightgown and matching peignoir. I mean, that’s 
normal attire for a patient when a doctor visits her, 
isn’t it? I was his impatient patient, I figured I was 
going to do without a love-in for a long time, in India. 
I wanted to have something to remember. 

_ By the time the doorbell rang again, I was all per- 
_ fumed, powdered flesh under a black nylon mini- 
nightie and negligee by Galitzine, the apartment was 

neater than a pinhead, and my hair was fluffed in a 

casual upsweep, with a couple of blonde strands hanging 

down on either side of my temples. My bedroom mirror 
told me I was ripe for rape, or other allied subjects, 
Young Doctor Malone goggled as the door swung in- 
ward, The nightgown was a froth of lace down to my 
nipples, it clung with the persistence of skin to my belly 
and my hips, it swished about my thighs, where there 
was a black lace hem, six inches above my dimpled knees. 
I stepped forward and flung my bare arms about 
his neck. I pressed my loins to his, I let my mouth 
droop open as my lips engulfed his mouth. Most of him 
started shaking right away, but there was one part that 
_ stood firm and solid. 
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“Oooooh, thank you, thank you,” I breathed when-I 
could talk, “You made me just as lovely as ever. You're 
some kind of surgeon, all right!” 

He flushed and stammered, staring down into my eyes. 
“Tt wasn’t difficult—what I mean is, those burns of yours 
weren't too bad.” i. 

I hugged him again, giggling up at his flushed face. 
“You're much too modest,” I caroled, “But come on 
in, don’t let’s stand here in the doorway. People might 
get the wrong idea.” 

He marched in, with me leading the way with a swing 
and a sway of the plump Drum buttocks. I had no special 
plan in mind, I was going to let nature run its little 
old hot-blooded course. All I wanted was to prove to 
young Doctor Malone that I was. grateful. 

I pushed him down on the divan and filled a glass 
with an ice-cold martini. I served him, leaving forward 
with my breasts swinging out into the black lace bodice. 
There is something about a pair of blue-veined breasts 
with big brown nipples stippled by black lace that rouses 
erotic notions in the male mind and body. The good 
doctor was no exception. 

“You certainly have made a fast recovery,” he gulped. 

“Oh, you noticed?” I smiled, glancing down into my 
sagging nightie bodice and what I could see all the 
way to my navel. 

“Well,” he smiled, sipping the ten to one martini, 
“they aren’t very bashful.” 

I pouted, “I thought you doctors were immune to 
female bodies.” 

“We are, we are,” he said hastily. 

“Oh wonderful,” I dimpled, clapping my hands, “be- 
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I do want to have a rather thorough examination, 
right here and now.” 
I sat down on his lap, and put a dazzling smile on 
my red lips. “Finish your drink, then begin.” 
~ His hand was shaking so, he almost spilled his martini 
as he put it to his lips. I started sliding my arms out 
of the nylon negligee that matched the nightgown I was 
_ wearing. My breasts wobbled gently to my movements, 
inches from his eyes. He stared at them. 

“You know, I’ve always wondered why girl breasts 

shake and jiggle so much, doctor,” I murmured. “Why 
that, do you suppose?” 
“It’s because the muscles that support them are so 
springy. Moreover, much of the female breast is made 
“up of adipose tissue, which is lighter than the secretory 
tissue that secretes the milk.” He added, “Besides, the 
_ jouncing motion has an erotic appeal to the male. It 
arouses him, and leads to relationships which are bound 
to help in the propagation of the human race. Mother 
Nature, who planned them, had this in mind, I'm sure.” 

“Marvelous,” I breathed. “Now, tell me this: what 
makes my nipples so sensitive? For instance, when I do 
this,” I raised and lowered the scratchy surface of the 
nightie bodice against my thrusting brown teats, “I feel 
all groovy and wicked.” 

He gulped and muttered, “As a secondary sexual or- 
gan, the nipples and the breasts will engorge and grow 
large due to a temporary circulatory statis when the 
sensitive flesh receives an emotional stimuli, like tickling. 
The areola contracts, the nipple swells and the breast 
becomes swollen.” 

“I'm learning so much,” I told him, watching his hands 
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lift to stroke the lace bodice where it bulged in twin 
mounds. His hands were feathery, gentle. They made 
the breastflesh swell and harden. 

I wriggled my buttocks onto his lap, discovering he 
was just as excited as I was, maybe even more so, Young 
Doctor Malone was a big, strong man, I was finding 
out. 

“Are you sure you have no scars from the burns?” he 
breathed. 

His fingers lowered the black lace slowly so that more 
and more of my flesh bulged out over it. The black 
bodice went down, my breasts came out and hung there, 
quivering. The nipples were very long. 

His hands made tests, I guess. All I know is, he started 
playing with my breasts, tickling and scratching lightly 
at their hardened surfaces until I thought I’d go out 
of my skull. His fingers pinched the nipples, he bent his 
head to kiss them, to lick at them with his tongue. I 
was whimpering by this time, 

He gasped after a time, “You're very healthy, indeed.” 

“You seem to be in pretty good shape yourself, doc- 
tor.” 

His hand was on my ankle. He moved his palm up- 
ward along the’ surface of the skin. He murmured, “The 
skin of the human leg is sensitive to stimuli, but not 
nearly so much as what are termed the erogenous 
zones. Now if I scratch with my nails, you can feel the 
caress a little more.” 

He was scratching along my inner thigh by this time, 
gently and steadily progressing northward. My nightie 
hem was almost in my lap and both my thighs were 
pinkly naked. I was resting my head on his shoulder, 
and shivering steadily. 
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Through my half-closed lashes, I watched his eyes 
search out the secrets of my body as his hand ran up 
my thigh, his wrist lifting the nightgown hem upward. 
His fingers advanced, lazily stroking. My hips jerked in 
a spasmodic reflex. 

“Ah, you see? You are enjoying the stimuli I am pro- 
viding to your foremost erogenous zone.” 

“You're telling me?” I panted, letting my legs go 
loose. 

His fingers moved deeper. I groaned and _ shook. 
Young Doctor Malone had a way about him. He was 
really getting to me where I live. Another minute or 
two and a lot of my fire would be spent. Already my 
hips were moving back and forth, my mouth was open 
to get air into my lungs and I could feel the muscular 
contractions deep in my middle. 

I fought to get my hands up to his chest and push 
him away. The pace was a little too hot. I wanted to 
go slower, to take my time. But young Doctor Malone 
was too impetuous, his arms were like hands holding 
me helpless as he fidgeted with his fly and prepared 
himself to take me. 

“No—listen!” I sobbed. “It’s better to—” 

His hands lifted me, poised me, dropped me. I felt 
him drive deep, felt the upward surge of his lean hips, 
the fury of his heated flesh. I let the excitement wash 
through my flesh. 

My body responded to his manhood. My hips swung 
and looped as I panted in the female-above position made 
so famous by Aloysia Sigea in the Satirae Sotadicae de 
arcanis Amoris et Veneris, in which Sempronia so en- 
joyed Crisogeno. My spine undulated, my hips jerked, my 
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breasts flew every whichway as I convulsed again and 
again in this rite of Hippias. 

To my surprise, the good doctor stayed with me, driv- 
ing himself so furiously that he rose up off the divan. 
I locked my legs about his hips, and my arms about his 
neck. He staggered forward on trembling legs, my 
weight unbalancing him, as he walked about the room. 

His arms supported me at the small of my back, as 
he walked across the thick floor carpeting. His flesh 
was enflamed with passion as his hips fed pleasure into 
my body. 

Stupid me! I never suspected a thing. 
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Chapter FOUR 


He walked around the room for another couple of 
minutes, during which I went absolutely crazy, bounc- 
ing up and down on him. I marveled at his superior 
strength and physique, his apparently insensibility to the 
erotic delights that must have been flooding his body. 

I babbled sweet words in his ear, I clasped him with 
arms and legs, I let myself work on him where it 
counted most. All this time, he was curiously silent. I 
thought he was just holding himself in, that if he started 
talking he would begin what the French term la sublime 
crise. 

Then he stumbled, and we fell together. 

Too late, I realized that the back of my head would 
slam into the edge of the marble tabletop where a 
maroon and gold tole lamp was shedding pink light 
across the room, And when that happened, my neck 
would snap and I would be a dead, dead girl. 

“Hey!” I yelled. 

I tried to twist sideways and could not. Instinctively, 
I drew myself upward, using my thighs as levers about 
his hips. We disconnected, and the top of my spine 
rammed into the marble instead of my head. 
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Pain rioted through my body. I screamed, throwing 
myself sideways and away from the tabletop. To my 
dumb amazement, young Doctor Malone tightened his 
grip around me, lifting me upward and slamming me 
down across the tabletop with all his strength. I bounced 
like a rag doll. 

“Damned capitalist spy,” he rasped. 

That did it. I was woozey with weakness, my spine hurt 
like hell, my brain was spinning. At first I had thought 
he was adding a touch of pain to the proceedings—in 
which some sadistic streak in his psyche might be involved 
—but this was more than just a pang or two of pain. 
The bastard was trying to kill me. So I started to fight 
back. 

“H.A.T.E.?”. I breathed, lifting my hands. 

I brought my red fingernails across the front of his 
face. If he had not turned his face aside in sudden 
fright, I would have clawed his eyeballs out. I told my- 
self that H.A.T.E. seemed to know an awful lot about 
where Oh Oh Sex was keeping herself these days. David 
Anderjanian had wondered much the same thing in the 


* hospital where I'd been lying in bed. 


Doctor Malone howled in pain as my fingernails left 
bloody furrows on his cheeks. His face was red with 
congested tension as he lifted me to slam me back across 
the table again. But I was no weak sister in this body 
bruising little game. I have muscles, too, well developed 
from hours upon hours of practicing karate and judo 
techniques. 

As he lifted me, I slid my bare legs from around his 
hips downward to his legs, getting both my knees be- 
tween his thighs. As his torso pushed me downward, I 
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‘drove my legs outward. His legs slid apart and he lost 
his leverage on the thick wall-to-wall carpeting. 

I rammed his jaw with the heel of my right hand, 
driving his head back. He grunted. I lifted my right leg 
and slammed my bare foot into his belly. He catapulted 
backward. 

I went after him, fingers bent for ripping. As his 

__ back hit the floor,my knees rammed into his solar plexus. 
The air went out of his lungs and he gave a tremendous 
heave with his pain-flooded body. He bounced me off 

_ him at the same time. 

His hand drove into the wallet-pocket of his trousers. 
Now I knew why he hadn’t done more than open his 
fly when he took me. The s.o.b, had some sort of gun 

in his pants. He brought out a wallet that was no wallet, 
but that had a little round barrel jutting from it. 

The wallet probably fired a .25 calibre bullet. 

I never waited to find out. I kicked out at his hand 
that held the wallet. There was a loud boom, and some- 
_thing whistled past my ear. I hurled myself sideways, my 
left arm sweeping in a sideways motion as I dove so 
that I hit the inner wrist of his right hand and knocked 
the wallet-gun out of his hand and through the air. 

With my left hand I landed hard on his throat. 
~ Smack bang on his Adam’s apple. 

There are certain points on the human body that are 
most responsive to sudden, jarring blows. The base of 
the skull, the temple, the solar plexus, are all examples 
of where you can most hurt a person. Include the 
Adam’s apple on the list, which is what I belted. 

The only trouble was, I was too emotionally involved 
with what I was doing. I forgot some of my L.U.S.T. 
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training and let my womanhood take over. This un- 
mentionable such-and-so had used me as a woman, to 
lull me into accepting him as a lover so I would be a 
sitting duck for the kill. I clobbered him with all my 
muscular strength, instead of using a medium-hard blow, 
which would have been enough to incapacite him. 

I wanted him alive, in order to question him about 
how and why H.A.T.E. knew so much of what L.U.S.T. 
and I were doing. First, by attacking us in the Avante 
Garde Arena, next by unerringly picking me out as a 
L.U.S.T. operative. So I did the worst thing possible. 

I killed him. 

At the time, I didn’t know it, because his body flopped 
and jerked so fiercely, he slammed me sideways and out 
of his way. His right hand had dropped the wallet gun, 
both his hands were about his neck. My blow had crushed 
his larynx and his throat was filled with blood. He 
couldn’t breathe. 

He rolled over and got to his knees. His face was 
dark red, his mouth wide open, and he was making a 
horrible, wheezing sound. Blood dribbled into his mouth 
and out past his working lips. 

“Ll help you,” I whispered, thinking about ice packs 
and cold towels. It was no use. Maybe a doctor or a 
nurse could have done it, but I just didn’t have the 
necessary training. 

All I could do was kneel in dreadful fascination— 

—and watch him choke to death. 

I scrambled for the telephone. 

“What the hell do you want?” David Anderjanian 
snarled. 
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I told him. He lost his mad. 

“Tll be right over,’ he promised. 

He was there in half an hour, face sombre. Without 
a word he brushed past me and knelt beside the dead 
man, feeling his heartbeat and his pulse. Score zero on 
both. His face was haggard as he turned to look at me. 

“You all right?” 

“T g-guess so. It was kind of a shock, learning that 
he was one of them. Why didn’t he kill me in the hos- 
pital? If he’s H.A.T.E.—and I'll bet my year’s pay he 
is—why didn’t he do it then?” 

David waved a big hand to brush aside my question 

as ridiculous. “He would never do that. It would de- 
stroy his usefulness to H.A.T.E. as a doctor. No, no. He 
had to do it in private so that—” 
_ He broke off and scowled. “Why was he here, Eve?” 
I guess his eyes saw my skimpy attire for the first 
time since he had entered the apartment. The black 
nylon nightgown was a ruined shred of its former self, 
it hung by a lone strap to my shoulder and was torn 
in a dozen places, The rest of me was stark naked. 

“He came over to make sure I had no burn scars 
on me,” I muttered, not bothering to gather what was 
left of the nightie around me. The Drum physique is 
nothing strange to David Anderjanian. My case officer 
and I have shared a bed or so along the way, and we 
have a sort of secret, unspoken agreement between us. 

“Yeah, hey,” he muttered, almost jealously. I hugged 


_ myself, 


“Honestly, David,” I murmured, giving it the wide- 
eyed bit. “I thought he was such a nice doctor, I in- 


63 











vited him over—so he could take his time examining 
me.” 

“He must have done quite a job, You killed him.” 

“What do we do now?” 

David waved a big hand. “Oh, I'll have the details 
taken care of. You can even go to bed,” and here he 
leered like a raffish gnome, “—alone.” 

“But what really worries you is—?” I prompted. 

“How in hell could H.A.T.E. have singled you out 
this way? How did H.A.T.E. know about the hippie 
meeting? Honey, I think we’ve got problems here in the 
L.U.S.T. organization. Somebody’s ratting on us.” 

“Great. I won't have a free moment in India.” 

“No, I'll handle this end of it. You go get Ling Fu, 
and forget about the leak at this end. I'll have it plugged 
by the time you get back.” 

He got to his feet, put a hand on my shoulder and 
shoved me toward the bedroom door. “Go on, go to 
sleep. You've got the dirty end of the stick from now 
on.” 

I paused in the bedroom doorway. “David? I’m sorry 
about tonight—I mean, queering it for you with Freda. 
I was just being a bitch. I’ll make it up to you, some 
way.” 

He grinned at me, and winked. “Why do you think 
I was awake when you phoned? I caught up to Freda 
at the corner where she was just about to hail a taxi. 
I did some fast talking—promised her a mink stole and 


” 


I slammed the door. Ooooh, these men! 
I was giggling by the time my head touched the pillow. 
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Sometimes I give David a hard time, no pun intended. 
At least, he had eased my conscience, so I slept like the 
proverbial baby. 

At ten o’clock next morning I was walking through 
the airport terminal, carrying my beige shoulder bag 
on a braided thong, and knowing I was attracting male 
eyes in a mini-skirted shirt-shift that hugged my hips 
and torso like wet silk. In brown patent leather Soci- 
aties, patterned nylons, and with a pert cloche perched 
on my golden tresses, I was the compleat lady tourist. 

My Wings baggage had already gone on before me. 
And there was plenty of it, because orders had come 
down from General Moffitt at L.U.S.T. headquarters 
that I was to play the role of American lady tourist with 
the proper gusto. 

Nobody was here to see me off. I was a bachelor lady 
for the nonce, a school teacher lucky enough to be able 
to afford a trip to India. I had checked in at the 
proper counter, I was on my way to Gate 5, where 
the big Trans-World Airlines plane was boarding. 

I handed my papers to the co-pilot, I walked out onto 
Kennedy Airport field toward the huge jet liner that 
was revving its engines. I walked up the boarding ladder. 

My Movado wristwatch read: 10:17. 

Five hours later, the big 707 was gliding along a 
landing strip at San Francisco air port. The first leg 
of my journey to Calcutta was over. Since we had a 
half hour stopover, I got out and went for a walk, to 
stretch the Drum legs. 

Back into the plane, buckle the seatbelt, and prepare 
for take-off. Our final let-down would be at Dum Dum 
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airport in roughly twenty-two hours. Sometimes I feel 
there is nothing so boring as an airplane flight in a 
big jet that flies five or six miles up in the sky. There 
is nothing to see but a sea of clouds far below, there is 
nothing much to do unless you enjoy yakking with the 
male or female who sits beside you. 

Me, I slept. 

We dropped onto the air field at Calcutta a little 
after midday. I was stiff from fatigue and from being 
cramped in seat number seventeen. I wanted out. 

Just beyond the customs gate, a tall Indian in a white 
turban and a white jacket was waiting for me. He 
bowed low, murmuring some sort of greeting. I gath- 
ered he was a chauffeur sent to meet me by my host, the 
Maharajah of Hyderjapore. I was to accompany him 
to the limousine. Another servant had gone after my 
luggage. 

I felt like a maharanee—a rajah’s wife—as I stalked 
behind the chauffeur to the big Rolls Royce waiting in 
solitary grandeur to one side of a parking lot. The 
man in the white turban opened the door, I stepped in- 
side and settled into the seat, acting like visiting royalty. 

The other Indian was soon at the trunk of the Rolls, 
sliding in my bags. The chauffeur started up the motor, 
and within moments we were moving through the sub- 
urbs of the city, Calcutta houses over six million people, 
in an area that extends to almost three hundred square 
miles. To Rudyard Kipling, Calcutta was the city of 
dreadful night, and it is so timeless, so Victorian in ap- 
pearance in spots, that you might almost expect to see 
the great writer strolling along with Gunga Din. 

In 1912, the British moved their capital from Cal- 
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- cutta to Delhi. Founded by the same British in 1690, 
Calcutta stares out over the Bay of Bengal and some 
very rich sections of the Indian and Burmese peninsulas. 
It is a haven for the hundreds of thousands of dis- 
placed people who have fled from East Bengal in the 
past two decades. Ling Fu was one of these displaced 
persons, but he was no longer in Calcutta, he had fled 
for safety to Hyderjapore. 

I lifted the speaking-tube and whistled through it. 
The man beside the chauffeur lifted its mate and spoke 
softly into it. “Memsahib wishes something?” 

“Are we on our way to Hyderjapore?” 

“No, Memsahib. It is a long trip to Hyderjapore. You 
must sleep this night in a hotel, here in Calcutta. To- 
morrow we go to Hyderjapore.” 

“Oh. Well, then—could I go sightseeing?” 

“Of course, memsahib. We are at your service.” 

“J don’t know much about Calcutta.” 

The soft voice said, “Then let us be your guides.” 

They drove me first to the great square before the 
Sealdah railroad station, where naked boys and girls 
ran here and there, dodging between a Brahman bull 
—a very sacred animal in India—and fruit peddlers. 
The heat was everywhere. Calcutta is almost unbearably 
hot for eight months of the year, it sometimes hits the 
thermometer at a hundred and forty degrees. 

“This is India,” said the taller of the two turbaned 
men. “A mixture of occident and orient, of ancient 
superstition and modern office buildings.” His hand ges- 
tured gracefully at the naked children running here 
and there. “Many of them are diseased, some will be 
blind in a year.” 
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I nodded, entranced. His voice spoke of hand-drawn 
rickshas, of Hindu holy men in yellow robes, sitting 
cross-legged with their palms extended for alms, of 
beautiful women in silk saris, of boys who acted as pimps 
for their mothers and sisters. 

“In Calcutta, you can buy anything, memsahib. Any- 
thing.” 

I felt dirty, grimed with the dust and the sights and 
sounds of this metropolis. I wanted to get into a tub 
filled with hot water and bubble-bath crystals and relax. 
When I mentioned this to the chauffeur—his name was 
Ganpat—he shook his head. 

“If you please, memsahib—there are other places to 
see. Places you will enjoy more than this city square. I 
show it to you first, because you must remember, no 
matter what you see in India, that it is a very unusual 
city. Come with me.” 

The Rolls Royce took me to the Indian quarter, the 
Burra Bazaar where you can buy all the exotic foods 
for which the orient is famous. I settled for a sherbet 
from the ice wallah. 

We traveled outside city limits to the pure white 
Dakineswar Temple, built in honor of the father of 
Indian nationalism, Rama Krishna. Its domed turrets, 
its gracefully curved arches, were like a glimpse into 
the forgotten past. From here we drove to the Maidan, 
a huge park on the site of old Fort Williams, that had 
been built in 1696 to protect the trading post of the 
East India Company. Here in the Maidan are tennis 
courts, rugger fields, and a racetrack. At the south end 
of the park is the Victoria Memorial. 

My legs were rubbery by this time. I rejected an 
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offer to see the shops along Cowtinghee Road, and the 
business buildings rising up around Dalhousie Square. 
I wanted a bath, an air-conditioned hotel room, and 
afterward, a good dinner. I got them all at the Oberoi 
Grand. 

I checked in a few minutes past six. At six-twenty my 
stark naked body was sopping in hot water and bub- 
bles. I lay back and luxuriated, running a soapy wash- 
cloth over my breasts and belly and in between my 
thighs. Sometimes us secret agents get moments like this: 
I was determined to make the most of it. 

It was almost as if I realized the fireworks were go- 


- ing to begin real soon, and that I wouldn’t have a quiet 


moment such as this for a long time. The calm before 
the storm, you might say. 

After dressing in a gold lamé evening gown, I ate a 
lonely dinner at the open-air Scherazade Garden, a 
part of the hotel. Male eyes asked me questions, male 


fingers made signals, but I played the demure lady 


tourist to the hilt. There are times when my job de- 
mands personal sacrifice like this. I needed to be bright- 
eyed and bushy-tailed the next morning. 

Ganpat and his turbaned buddy were bowing before 
my hotel room door early the following morning. I 
staggered across the room to the door, leaning my head 
against it as I yawned and muttered, “Whassit?” 

“The car is ready, memsahib.” 

I choked in mid-yawn. “Now? At this ungodly hour of 
the morning? What time is it?” 

“Six, memsahib. We have a long ride before us.” 

“Yeah, sure. Okay, boys. Give me thirty.” 

In thirty minutes I was walking across the lobby with 
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turban-head carrying my luggage. I was still bleary- 
eyed, but I told myself I could sleep in the car. After 
all, it was a Rolls Royce. 

The first part of the trip was easy. We slammed 
along the Grand Trunk for a couple of hours, ripping 
along at a casual ninety miles the hour. Then we turned 
off that highway to hit the dirt back roads, Without 
slackening speed, yet. I never slept a wink. 

We went in a cloud of dust, of hair-raising turns to 
avoid a sacred cow or non-sacred human, though I 
must admit most of the humans did their best to get 
out of our way. I was swept from one side of the rear 
seat to the other. Twice my head hit the top. Once I 
was slammed off the seat to the floor. Rip van Winkle 
himself couldn’t have slept on that ride. 

Hyderjapore is one of those little Indian principalities 
that, like some of its more famous neighboring states, 
has been merged into the new, nationalistic India. It is 
very old, it has been mentioned in the ancient epics. 
It is a world of fertile lowlands and richly soiled table- 
land, of dense tropical jungle, of lovely lakes and a few 
small, neat cities. 

The maharajah, Rajpat Singh, had invited heavy in- 
dustry into his province, he had passed laws to aid its 
development and expansion, and had reaped a rich har- 
vest from this blend of the traditional and the modern. 
Though it is small, Hyderjapore is becoming one of the 
most important princedoms in the entire country. 

I am positive I inhaled more than half of its soil in 
the form of yellow dust as we drove along, so that by 
the time we braked before a huge palace of white mar- 
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i ble and Saline pillars I was covered from toes to 
_ head by a thin dust layer. The palace itself was Grecian 
in style, one of twelve palaces in which the maharajah 
and his maharanee lived at different seasons of the year. 
It was huge—far bigger than a lot of city halls back 
in the states. 
I guess I stood gaping at it for a few minutes while 
my turbaned companions fetched my luggage. I had 
never seen any building quite so impressive; maybe it 
was because the countryside around it was all grass 
and trees, so that it seemed to spring out of the earth 
itself. Behind the palace proper there were huge marble 
stables, parts of which had been converted into garages. 
- Ganpat bowed courteously. “This way, memsahib.” 

I followed his heels up the staircase, made a turn, 
went up still more of the staircase, turned again, mounted 
another thirty treads, and stood on the great railed 
gallery that fronted the palace. A door opened and 
a man came out to greet me. 

He was in his middle thirties, he was handsome, he 
wore clothes that made me blink. His turban was of 





_ black satin, and held a huge red ruby as a pin, His 


‘coat was of black silk—they call it a sherwani in India 
—and contained more jewels in the form of medals on 
a bar across his chest. His churidar jodphurs were of 
white cotton, spotless. There were Pathan sandals on his 
feet. 

He smiled at sight of me, showing perfect teeth against 
the light coffee color of his skin. He bowed from the 
waist as his eyes raked my nyloned legs to my mini-skirt, 
then moved up the skirt to my hips, paused a moment 
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at my breast bulges, then blinked as he came to my face 
and my golden hair under the pert bonnet I was af- 
fecting at the moment. 

“We have fair flowers in Hyderjapore, Miss Drum,” 
he murmured, “but you shall be its fairest.” 

I held out my hand, “Your highness, I’m happy to be 
here. It was a good trip, there were no hitches, and 
your men were absolute perfection.” 

Ganpat flashed me a grateful glance. His highness 
nodded and showed me his teeth again in the wide smile 
that proved him a perfect diplomat. 

We exchanged compliments all the way into the main 
lobby of the palace, that was a forest of carved pillars 
and arches, with a dozen massive chandeliers hanging 
like great frostflakes from the carved and painted ceil- 
ing. It was like walking into a museum. 

When I told him so, the rajah merely gestured, though 
his face did reflect pleasure at my compliments. He had 
been born here, he knew this palace like the back of 
his hand; to him, it was just the old homestead. 

“We have many interesting rooms in this marble pile,” 
he laughed softly, touching my arm with his fingertips. 
“Tt shall be my pleasure to show them to you, one by 
one.” 

“If I’m here that long,” I amended. 

He looked puzzled, then laughed. “Oh. You mean Ling 
Fu. Well, there seems to be a problem there. Ling Fu 
has gone into hiding. We must be patient, to convince 
him he has nothing to fear.” 

At my startled expression, he raised a hand. “Do not 
fret. He will make his hiding place known to us.” He 
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leaned a little closer, to impart a confidence. “Ling Fu 
is a very suspicious man. I do not blame him, knowing 
the Red Chinese want him alive and healthy—to make 
a spectacle of him, I suppose—when they get him in 
their grip. The Chinese have been known to torture a 
man for more than a year. Hideous thought, isn’t it?” 

I shuddered, and muttered, “Of course, I under- 
stand. I'll do anything I can, you know that.” 

He bowed a little, and in the midst of the bow I heard 
the slap-slap of sandals. A breathtakingly beautiful woman, 
clad in a print sari, came strolling through one of the 
many archways. Against the silk, one could see the gentle 
jump and shake of her large, unbound breasts, the un- 
dulations of her hips, the shape of her thighs pressed 
into the sari as she walked. 

Her smile was dazzling. “Miss Drum, how nice to 
meet you.” 

- I didn’t know what to do, whether to bow or curtsey, 
so I ended up by shaking hands. The maharanee smiled 
brightly, her soft brown eyes aglow with laughter. 

“I adore your western directness,” she caroled, “as I 
adore your dress. The meenee skirt, isn’t it? It shows 
so much of the legs.” 

The rajah smiled, “When a woman has such legs to 
show, she commits the crime of selfishness by not showing 
them.” 

“I must buy myself some meenee skirts,” the woman 
said thoughtfully. She added hurriedly, glancing at her 
husband, “Just to wear about the house is all.” 

Rajpat Singh was smiling genially, saying, “My wife 
thinks I am a jealous man, that I do not like anyone 
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to see her legs. I keep telling her that if we lived in the 
western world, she would show off her legs and think 
nothing of it.” 

The maharanee pouted, “A woman who hides her 
good points tells the world she has none.” 

I figured it was my turn, so I said, “I think your 
sari is a very sexy garment. It teases. It displays a little, 
then hides it.” 

Her plucked brown eyebrows rose. “Do you really?” 

She held out her arms, bare just below the shoulder, 
and turned, bumping her hips a little. Her buttocks were 
printed for a single instant against the sari silk as if 
the stuff was wet. Her behind was very attractive. I am 
sure the rajah thought so too, because he was staring 
quite frankly at the plump cheeks quivering to her 
movements. 

“You see?” I giggled. “Now you see them, now you 
don’t. Oh my, yes. I think your sari is quite interesting.” 

The maharanee stepped forward and pressed against 
me as she placed her cheek to mine. Her flesh was warm, 
her breasts moved against mine for just an instant. I 
felt the pressure of a soft thigh. The rajah put his arms 
about us both, beaming down at us, held us close to- 
gether and against his own body for a moment. 

I began to wonder about these two. I felt like a help- 
less little fly being cajoled into entering the spider's 
living room. Maybe they liked fun and games, too. I 
told myself to play my cards right and my visit to India 
might be rather enjoyable. 

Rajpat Singh stepped back, all business. “I'll leave you 
to my wife, Miss Drum—while I go make arrangements 
for your entertainment.” He hesitated, then murmured, 
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“There is to be performed the ceremony of the love 
goddess Parvati in the Mahadur temple a few nights 
from now, If you would care to join us?” 

His wife interrupted with an excited laugh. “Perhaps 

our customs are too—ah—indelicate for Miss Drum, 
She does not know what the Parvati love rites consist 
of.” 
“But I'd like to know,” I said eagerly. 
A glance between husband and wife conveyed some sort 
of message, I am certain. I felt my heart slam in my 
_ ribease as my girl-girl instincts told me there was fun 
afoot, 
- The maharanee stepped close to me, linking her arm 
with mine. “Come, Miss Drum, let us show you our 
humble little home. We shall see my husband later, at 
dinner time.” 
~ Rajpat Singh bowed from the waist. 
The maharanee told me to call her Devika. Her full 
name was Devika Rani, but between us girls, she wanted 
western informality. Her face was bright with laughter, 
with the love of life, as she talked; her words tumbled 
out with machine-gun-fire rapidity. 
; She was a very beautiful woman, her skin was the 
color of very pale coffee, and looked smooth as whipped 
cream. Her facial features were classic, with a thin 
aristocratic nose, a broad forehead on which was fast- 
ened her caste mark, the red kum-kum. Her mouth 
was wide, her lips sensuously full, and rather heavy. 
Her thick brown hair was parted in the middle and 
gathered at the base of her neck in a bun. 

As we walked, I seemed to float in an aura of expen- 
sive perfume, I began to realize the rajah’s wife was 
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an exciting woman, not only to men but to a girl who 
could go both ways (like me) as well. She had hand 
trouble, I discovered. From time to time she would pat 
my hip, give my arm a little shake, slide her palm down 
my side. She had a gentle, sensual touch, and her palm 
was very smooth. 

“You'll want to see some of the hunting trophies,” she 
bubbled. “Rajpat Singh is a great athlete and huntsman, 
as were his father and grandfather and all his ancestors 
before him. We have a complete wing fitted out almost 
like a natural history museum—come look at it.” 

It was like walking into-a museum, all right. There 
was a gigantic, stuffed elephant towering high in a clump 
of artificial brush, against which several stuffed tigers, 
in lifelike attitudes, had been set. Hung on the white- 
washed walls were the mounted heads of water buffalo 
and nilghar, blackbuck and hog deer. Between and below 
these heads were hung hundreds of tiger skins. 

Gun racks and glass-fronted cabinets held elephant 
guns and smaller game rifles, with both European and 
American hand guns, together with bullet moulds and 
ladles for pouring molten lead. In the old days, the 
hunters of Hyderjapore had been forced to make their 
own bullets. Several racks held knife curiosities, the Ma- 
lay kris with its wave-like blade, the Indian khuttar, 
the puluar of India which could be used for stabbing 
or striking, and a large variety of curved scimitars. 

“Do you hunt, too?” I wondered. 

“Oh, yes. I am a very good shot with a rifle.” 

Her eyes rested on the mounted tigers in the tall 
grasses where they seemed to lie in wait. Those eyes glit- 
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tered with remembered excitement. Glancing at her 
breasts, that were quite large for such a slim woman, 
it seemed to me that her nipples had erected at the idea 
of hunting and killing. 

Almost casually, I brushed her left nipple with my 
upper arm as I turned toward the door. Her gasp was 
loud in the otherwise still room. I had my answer about 
the maharanee of Hyderjapore. Her body was alive, 
as vital, as the spirit that peered out of her soft brown 
eyes. I almost envied the rajah for having such a fe- 
male as his wife. 

We went into the room of ancestors, as Devika called 
_the wing which held the family portraits and mementos 
of more than five centuries, encased in glass, displayed in 
glass counters and offered for view on shelves and 
sconces. There was an oil painting of a rajah who had 
fought beside the Emperor Asoka in the second century 
A.D. to give some idea of how far back Rajpat Singh 
could trace his ancestry. 

In a third room we saw the coin collection of the 
maharajah, in a fourth, his stamp collection. There 
were jewels and golden caskets to be viewed in a fifth. 
It seemed that half the wealth of India had been gathered 
here, and I told my thoughts to Devika. 

“Yes, this little principality is very rich,” she answered 
thoughtfully, almost as if to herself, “but wealth isn’t 
everything. There is power to go with wealth, and some 
day, my husband and I may be very powerful.” 

“Is he interested in politics?” 

“Yes, very much so. He hopes to be Prime Minister.” 

We were walking down the hall of arches as we talked, 
and to one side I glimpsed a door much like the other 
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oaken doors that had led into the museum-like wings. I 
gestured at it. 

“What's in there?” 

Devika flushed and looked embarrassed. “I cannot tell 
you. It is forbidden. For the moment, at least. Perhaps 
when we get to know one another better. . . .” 

Her voice trailed off, but her brown eyes were bril- 
liant as jewels. I felt her body heat beside me, through 
the thin sari, as she put her body up against my own. 
Her arms closed about me and she held me so tightly, 
I could hardly breathe. 

She was getting to know me pretty good, I thought. 
My breasts were hard against her own, and I was let- 
ting my palms go from her shoulders down her back 
to close my fingers tightly in her soft buttocks, 

“I know it, I knew it,” she whispered. “You're a loo= 
looeh.” 

“And what does loolooeh mean?” 

Her laughter was exciting. “It means a woman well 
versed in carnal knowledge, both in the will and the 
ability to please a man or woman. She suffers from sexual 
heat—musth—at all times. By your excited wrigglings 
and posturings, by your yonial clasp, by the length of 
your arcu a RRER CT you bring delight to all who 
know you.” 

“Does this mean I pass some sort of test?” 

Devika leaned back and gazed into my eyes. Her aie 
dle was still pressed to mine; I could feel the rigidity 
of her clitoral bud and the hardness of her big breasts. 
She was having a touch of the hots, I gathered, because 
it was difficult for her to breathe. F 

“Maybe,” she said dreamily, as if talking to herself. 
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“Maybe you just do, you darling. 

you up.” 
Her large red mouth was like a moist fruit, poised 

before me as if waiting for me to mash my lips on it. 

A fuzzy kind of alarm bell went off in me. She was 

coming on a lot too fast, for a casual acquaintance. 

There might be more here than meets the eye, I told 

myself. : 

: But what the hell, I would play along. I wanted to 

_ see what made this woman hum. I have done worse 

things for Uncle Sam. 
I let my palms slide to her buttocks. The silken sari 
__was like nothing at all over them as I ran my hands 
across those full cheeks and my fingertips along their 
erease. Devika shuddered and thrust her loins against 
mine, rubbing herself frantically at me where I live. 

“Honey, listen—we’re too public,” I whispered. - 

“No! Nobody would dare interfere, or even glance 
at us.” 

Maybe so, but I wanted into a bedroom. I bent my 
head, I kissed her soft, cafe-au-lait throat. I breathed, 
“It would be better if we were off by ourselves.” 

The maharanee had a low boiling point. I think she 
would have liked me to tear her single garment off and 
go down on her right here outside the closed door to 
the forbidden room, But I was a little too tired for 
lesbian rape, after that cross-country ride, I wanted 
ease and comfort. 

I whispered, “The bed, sweetie?” 

She nodded reluctantly, tearing her breasts and belly 
away from mine, Her breasts were swollen. Their nip- 
ples must have been half an inch long. She was panting, 
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her eyes were wild, her long brown hair had come 
loose here and there so that she looked just like what 
she was, a female animal in rut. 

Her hand caught mine. “Come, then!” she begged. 

She ran ahead of me along the arched gallery to a 
marble staircase, up the red velvet runners on the mar- 
ble treads and along an upstairs hall. I followed her, 
still holding her hot little hand, up another stairs and 
along another corridor. This damn palace was almost 
as big and as mazelike as the Pentagon. I was telling 
myself, when she came to a stop. 

Her hand pushed open a door. 

“In here, in here!” she panted. 

The room was large, its walls hung with rare, old 
Persian carpets. Cushions were strewn across the floor, 
and there was a big bed without headboards or foot- 
boards, that held a score of velvet pillows. The dying 
sunlight came through seven windows covered with metal 
latticework. 

Devika slammed the door shut, then threw herself into 
my arms. Her open mouth quested for my lips, her 
arms hugging me so tightly my ribs hurt. She was really 
suffering from that violent physical desire the French 
call aiguillon de la char, Or pretending to be. 

I kissed her with all the know-how in these matters_I 
possessed. I let my hands slide up her sides to her 
breasts. I folded my fingers in over those hardened 
mounds, I stroked the smooth skin, I squeezed the globes, 
I roved the stiffened nipples with my fingertips. 

Devika shuddered, moaning, eyes closed, mouth a little 
open where her thick red tongue ran back and forth 
to moisten her lips. She had drawn back to an inch or 
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two, to let me use the Drum fingers on her heavy 
breasts. I caught her firm nipples between my thumbs 
and forefingers and yanked them forward. 


She screamed shrilly, mouth wide open. 

Then her blued eyelids lifted and her brown eyes 
blazed their passion at me. India is a very hot country, 
it is comfortable to visitors only between October and 
March. Maybe some of this tropical heat grows inside 
its women, as well. The coffee skin was burning, the 
eyes were on fire. 

“Yes,” she panted, “yes, you darling. Tug on them! 
Tug, tug, tug!” 

She stood with her shoulders thrown back, long 
brown hair tumbling about her shoulders, aiding me 
by shaking from side to side, so that the pressure of my 


_ thumbs and forefingers was doubled. The female breasts 


are capable of much erotic pleasure, to most women. 
Devika was one whose reactions were quite severe. 
During sensual arousal, the female breasts swell, 
harden, the nipples elongate, their areaola become tu- 
mid, caused by the contraction of their muscular fibres. 
These tactile sensations relay on their messages along 
the nerve-fibres in the breasts to the thoracic nerves 
of the spinal column, until they reach the pleasure 
centers on the brain. The pleasure centers in Devika’s 
brain told her she was getting one hell of a wallop out 
of this. I was right in there with her, pitching pleasure 
to myself, getting a bang out of the way she reacted. 
Oddly enough, Devika suddenly tried to stop the mild 
convulsions shaking her body, as if some thought had 
come to her delighted brain. She lifted her hands, 
caught my wrists, and forced my hands away. Her head 
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drooped as she sobbed for air, her long hair hiding 
her lovely features. She shuddered, she gulped for air, 
she fought for control. 

“Wait, wait!” she begged. 

Her behavior was so abnormal, I should have been 
suspicious. 

Her head lifted. Through the loose strands of hair, 
her brown eyes glared at me, with devotion, with love. 
Her large red mouth twitched into a smile. 

“You are Parvati herself,’ she whimpered. “The 
bride of Shiva was a sexual genius, her touch was 
enough to drive both men and women mad with desire. 
You are—like her! But—but I am f-forgetting my duty 
as a ho-hostess. It is not I but you—who must be pleas- 
ured,” 

I said, “Oh, forget that hospitality hokum. Let’s just 
enjoy ourselves.” 

I caught her sari and gave a little yank, laughing. | 
She laughed too, but in a hesitant way, as if she wanted 
me to strip her down, yet dreading it in some manner. 
She let her body turn, the print silk came loose in 

, long folds, and I caught a glimpse of a brown side, of 
a curving hip, of a swollen, coffee-tinted breast with 
enlarged black nipple. The sari dropped. 

Devika stood naked, belly sucked in, her slim body a 
gently curving temptation from her sandaled feet up 
her shapely legs, past the dark smudge of her femi- 
ninity and the bowl of her belly to the swollen, quiver- 
ing breasts. Her face was wild, distorted with the pas- 
sion throbbing in her veins. The brown hair hung 
down loose and windblown. She was elemental in her 
heat, she was Sappho born to life again. 
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‘You! You!” she panted. 
he laughed and leaped, her hands darted under my 
knees and up along the backs of my black patterned 
Hanes nylons to fasten on my behind as she bore me 
_ backward to the bed. My spine hit the bed, and I was 
_ flat on it with Devika on her knees above me, her fin- 
_ Gers going to the zipper and hooks of my mini-skirted 
_ shift. She yanked, she tugged, and my dress went flying. 
__ I lay there in the pantihose and a red lace brassiere 
out of which the Drum breasts were overflowing in 


a 


a 


_ jellying globes of flesh. The maharanee froze a moment, 


2 taking me in from shoes to. golden hair. Then she was 


; 
" 


throwing her nudity on me, tearing my brassiere, drop- 
ping her head so her lips might batten on my erect 
nipples. 
If I was Parvati, she was Uma, who was another 

form of the eternal feminine, worldly and sophisticated, 
_ filled with the fire of lust. Her palms were all over me; 
she might have been Durga, who possessed ten ioral 
Her caresses were skillful, knowing. In seconds she 
had reduced me to a mindless hulk that twitched and 
squirmed to her strokings. 

“Please,” I whimpered after a time. “No more, I’m dy- 
ing. Instead, let me—let me help you. . . .” 

“No, no—I mustn’t,” she breathed. “It is my duty. . . .” 

Her red-nailed fingers tore my pantihose as she 
ripped them from my hips, revealing my golden pri- 
_ vacy. One hose-leg was still clinging to a foot as her 

hands forced my thighs open and her head dropped. 

I screamed. This kiss of the sapphist is an exquisite 

delight. The caress of the moist, membraneous surfaces 

_ of the lips and tongue can rouse the partner to a pleasure 
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plateau unequalled by any other form of love making. 
Psychiatrists will explain an oral fixation as the result 
of sadomaschochistic tendencies in the person so prac- 
ticing it. Occasionally, the teeth will nip and bite, which 
adds a touch of pain to the proceedings. 

To the woman has been granted the ability to orgasm 
again and again and again, unlike the man. It is a mat- 
ter of bodily chemistry and female physiognomy, of nerve 
fibres and female sexual characteristics. In the throes 
of such bliss, the woman will commence a series of or- 
gasms which go on and on, almost indefinitely. 

I lay there wailing, trying to turn away from this 
caress that was shattering every nerve in my body. I 
was being drained of everything but an unending de- 
light, as a series of orgasmic convulsions made me jerk 
and flop, cry out and toss my head from one side to 
the other. 

When she drew away, I lay like a dead person, 

I felt her lips touch my cheek, felt the bed give as 
she got off it. I did not hear the pad of her bare feet 
across the tiled flooring. She must have turned out a 
light—how long were we together in this room?—be- 
cause my eyes went black. 

I slept like a drugged woman. 

I woke to the touch of a rope around my neck, 
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Chapter FIVE 


I was being strangled. 

I could not breathe. I felt the blood in my head mak- 
ing my skull appear to swell as my hands were clawing 
at a knotted rope—the rumal of the thug—while it 
tightened. Flashing lights and reddish dots were whirling 
in front of my eyes in the darkened room, and all my 
muscles felt like water. 

The rope under my fingertips was deeply embedded 
in my throat. I had maybe seconds to do something 
about it—or die. The sinewy hands of my attacker were 
twisting the rope, just behind my neck. They were apply- 
ing so much pressure I was all but unconscious, 

T had time to make one movement. My hands went 
up and backward, so I could fasten the fingers of my 
left hand on his right arm. At the same time I caught 
his right elbow and yanked. As I did so, I flipped the 
Drum body sideways and backwards. 

Caught off-balance, my attacker fell sideways onto his 
hip. 

The knotted cord about my throat did not go loose, 
but its pressure eased. I grabbed it with my left hand 
and yanked even as I rolled up onto my knees, My op- 
ponent had fallen on his right shoulder, his hands still 
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gripping the cord. My right hand chopped down hard 
onto his nose. The pain of the nose blow administered 
by the edge of a hand trained to strike in such a manner 
is excruciating. 

The man screeched in mingled agony and surprise. 

His hands relaxed their hold just enough for me to 
pull the thugee cord far enough from my throat so I 
could swallow some air. His hands tightened again, the 
rope went taut, but now I had a hand between the 
rope and my throat. Not only that, but I was kneeling 
while he was on his side in a rather awkward position 
for what he wanted to do. 

I got both hands around the cord, holding it off my 
throat. I bent my head forward—fast—and rammed 
the top of my skull against his nose. Since this also 
served to bend his arms and ease the pressure of the 
cording,-I gave a sudden yank at the rumal and got 
it up over my golden hair. 

Once free of the strangling cord, I took in air as 
fast as my lungs could handle it, and came down on the 
thug with a hand-edge driving at his temple. His head 
slammed back into a cushion. 

I was up and off the bed. He was still floundering 
around among the cushions so I upped a foot and drove 
it at the cotton loincloth that was his only garment. He 
screamed as my heel rammed into his manhood, 

I wear the red-and-white belt of the Eighth Dan in 
judo, which is three ranks above the black belt wearer. 
I have mastered the art of karate, as well. I am not 
very expert in the French manner of fighting with the 
feet, savate, but I have been taught a few lessons in it. 
So when my foot drove into my wound-be killer, his 
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body shot backward as it spasmed in agony and his 
howl filled the air with sound. 

Enough moonlight was coming into the Geacae through 
the latticework of the windows so that I could see my 
assailant quite clearly by this time, and so I could rec- 
ognize him as a thug, one of those worshippers of the 
black goddess Kali who had made his name a dreaded 
one in the past. Theoretically, the art of thuggee no 
longer flourishes in India, except in isolated corners. 
In Hyderjapore, for example. 

The cult of thuggee has been in existence for more than 
eight hundred years, at least. Writings have been found 
that date from the year 1356, which relate that one 
thousand thugs were released from prison in the year 
1290. They are worshippers. of the dark goddess, and 
they swear their oath on a sacred pickaxe that they 
will slay whoever the goddess marks for death. Each 
man wears a dhoti, or cotton loincloth, and carries his 
killing cord in it. He also carries a pickaxe with which 
to bury his victim. 

I decided to search for his pickaxe. I found it just 
below a pile of cushions where the would-be killer had 
hidden it. I shoved it under the bed. You never know 
when a girl might need a pickaxe. 

Then I screamed down the palace. 

Three armed members of the household guard, neatly 
gaudy in white and scarlet uniforms, came rushing 
through the door, closely followed by Devika. Her eyes 
got big at sight of the thug, then they swung to me. 

“My dear—are you all right?” 

“Outside of a sore throat, I’m fine,” I nodded. 

I put my eyes on the maharanee and kept them there. 
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Maybe I’m a suspicious biddy, but if Devika had wanted 
me to be soundly sleeping so a thug could do his rumal 
work without any resistance from me, she might just 
have pretended passion to exhaust me. I could be doing 
her an injustice; I probably was; yet the nagging notion 
persisted. When you work for L.U.S.T., you get sus- 
picious about a lot of things. If you don’t—sometimes 
you die. 

The three guards were yanking the moaning thug 
to his feet. He could scarcely walk, but the men carried 
him from the room. The maharanee was staring after 
him thoughtfully. 

“Do you get many visitors like that?” I wondered. 

“What? Oh! No, of course not. I’m just so—so sur- 
prised, so shocked, that I can’t really tell you how badly 
I feel about what happened. It must have been a terrible 
experience.” 

She was stating a fact, but asking a question. She 
wanted to know how in hell a woman had been able to 
break free of that strangling cord. An ordinary girl 
would have threshed out her life in silent, futile kickings 
on that bed. Me, I am trained to fight for my life, so 
I was alive. 

Devika gushed sympathy and outrage as she brought 
me with her to a little room, where we were joined by 
a pretty nurse. The nurse administered a salve to my 
throat, cooing her relief at my good fortune in being 
alive. While we were so occupied, Rajpat Singh returned, 
and was told of my experience. 

He came rushing into the little sick-bay, face dark 
with fury. I think he was angrier than I was, for some 
reason I couldn’t make out. He stamped and stormed 
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about the room, questioning me, looking puzzled and a 
little frightened at the same time. 

*J do not understand it, we have never had any 
trouble with thuggee,” he said, staring at me broodingly. 
“Tt is almost as if Mother India herself were Cutraged 
by your arrival.” 

“Yeah, it is, isn’t it?’ I chimed in. 

“We shall take steps to learn the truth. The thug is 
still alive. We have ways of loosening tongues, here in 
Hyderjapore. He will speak.” 

I let the nurse wrap a bandage about my throat. I 


did not talk any more. It hurt to speak. I just let my- 





self be babied and pampered, and walked down to dinner 
_ between two husky household guards. 

The dining table was set with gold plates, crystal 
goblets and a sterling silver dinner service. I drank a 
little milk, it pained too much to swallow solid food. I 
ate a little sherbert, and drank some black coffee. 

Over the coffee, I mentioned Ling Fu. 

The rajah scowled. “It is too bad, but Ling Fu has 
disappeared completely. Evidently he does not trust you, 
Miss Drum. He has heard of the death of Kasim Chand, 
and he is terrified of discovery by an agency like the 
dedicated red guards of Nanking.” 

“I can’t blame him,” I nodded, touching my throat. 
“These boys play rough.” 

“But we shall find him,” the maharanee promised, 
leaning forward to pay my hand. Her beautiful eyes 
begged me not to mention our little love scene to her 
husband. She wore a silver lamé sari, with ropes of 
pearls about her neck and several diamond bracelets 
on her wrists, Equally valuable diamond rings deco- 
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rated her fingers. At a guess, I’d say she had half a 
million dollars in pearls and diamonds on her person, 
It must be nice to be rich. 

I nodded to her in reassurance, then murmured, 
“Would someone please explain the gods of India to me? 
I know a few names—Brahma, Kali, Parvati—but I don’t 
know how they tie in together.” 

“Brahma is the creator,” smiled Rajpat Singh, “Vish- 
nu is the god of love, and Shiva is the destroyer. It 
is a trinity of gods, much like the Trinity in which you 
Christians believe. Their wives are, in order, Saras- 
vati, goddess of the creative arts, Lakshmi, and Parvati. 

“Vishnu can take other forms, just as your god ap- 
peared as Jesus Christ, as can Shiva and his wife Par- 
vati. For instance, Vishnu is also known as Rama and 
Krishna. Shiva has become Nandi the bull in his sym- 
bolic form of human lust and is the possessor of a sex 
organ that is in perpetual excitement. 

“Parvati, wife to Shiva, appears as ten-armed Druga 
or as lovely Uma, or still again as the wicked Kali, 
who thirsts for human blood.” 

“Hold everything,” I laughed, putting my fingertips 
to my temples. “I lost you ’way back. I’m afraid Pll just 
have to get along without any formal education.” 

“It does get complicated,” the rajah said with a laugh. 

Davika was scratching with a long red fingernail on 
the exquisite lace tablecloth. “You said you would like 
to see our religion in actual practice,” she murmured. 
Brown eyes touched me, hungrily. “Perhaps what takes 
place in the temple service to Parvati, which we men- 
tioned, may be too rich for your western blood.” 

Rajpat Singh smiled, watching me. Suddenly he sat up 
straighter, as if a thought had come to him suddenly. 
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His eyes went from me to his wife, and back again. A 
vein began to pulse in his forehead. 

He said softly, “You forget yourself, Devika. While it 
is true that Miss Drum is a stranger, she has already 
accepted our invitation. And yet—and yet, you may be 
right. Our religious frenzies are rather amorous, my 
dear. They might shock someone who does not under- 
stand our customs.” He turned to me making an 
apologetic motion with his hands. “Here in India, as you 
may judge for yourself if you have seen the temple carv- 
ings at Modhera and Khajuraho, we are quite honest 
and frank about our worship of the love goddess. In 
our rites there are certain attitudes of worship that 
might well shock the western mind, especially the mind 
_ of a woman, In this respect, Devika may be right.” 

Devika laughed softly, challengingly. She asked, “Well?” 

‘I nodded brightly, saying, “It sounds like fun.” 

The maharajah frowned. “I warn you, Miss Drum. 
The rites are not for children. They are the essence 
of sex carried to its highest order.’ He smiled charm- 
_ ingly. “Don’t mistake me, I would enjoy having you with 
us as a participant in those rites—very much so! I 

merely warn that human passions are sometimes carried 
to an extreme.” 
“Like the temple carvings?” 
“Yes, like the temple carvings.” 
I touched my throat bandage. “When this is healed, 
if it is in time, I would very much enjoy going to your 
_ love temple, Believe me, I am no shy virgin.” 
___ Rajpat Singh sat back, nodding in delight. Devika, after 
one veiled glance at me, lowered her long eyelashes. 
After dinner we strolled the gardens that flanked one 
side of the palace, while I admired the oleander and 
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the tamarind trees, the trimmed tamarisk shrubs, the 
delicate white marble benches and the gurgling foun- 
tains that made a soft music in the Indian night. The 
scene of flowering bamboo was like perfume sprayed in 
the nighttime darkness. It made one languid and sleepy. 

Devika put her arm about my middle as we strolled. 
She walked so that I could feel the warmth of her thigh 
through the silver sari, reminding me that we had a 
secret between us, a secret she did not want her husband 
to discover. 

After an hour, we went to bed. 

I examined my room before I let myself sink down in 
the bed cushions. I also locked and bolted the oaken 
door, I made sure the latticework set into the narrow 
windows could not be opened. I did not want another 
visit from a thug friend. Just before I dozed off to 
sleep, I wondered what had happened to him. 

Next day, the rajah took me riding through the Hy- 
derjapore hills. I was glad of the opportunity to be 
alone with him, because I was curious about Ling Fu. 

“Does he really exist?” I asked. “Or am I chasing a 
will-o’-the-wisp? Where can he be hiding, that you can’t 
locate him. How and when do you expect to find him? 
Much as I’m enjoying myself, I can’t stay here forever.” 

“Ling Fu is a very suspicious man,” he answered. “He 
trusted his youthful friend, Kasim Chand. When Kasim 
Chand was killed, he grew suspicious of everyone, and 
went away to hide himself—nobody knows where.” 

The maharajah assured me that his agents were turn- 
ing the countryside upside-down in their efforts to dis- 
cover his hiding place. The fact that I was attacked 
yesterday should be proof to me that other agencies 
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were at work, to prevent my meeting Ling Fu. I would 
have to be patient. 

As if to cajole me into enjoying my stay the more, Raj- 
_ pat Singh explained that he was preparing a tiger hunt 
in my honor. I would be able to shoot a big Bengal 
and take its skin home with me, to decorate my apart- 
ment. And too, there were the rites to Parvati, which— 
if I were honest in my statement that I was no Puritan 
—I would enjoy no end. 

“Oh, I’m no Puritan,” I agreed. “As a matter of fact, 
the boys in L.U.S.T. call me Oh Oh Sex.” 

“Ts that so?” the rajah murmured, giving me an odd 
look. “In that case, I might be talked into showing you 
a collection of erotica which is world famous among the 
devotees of this art.” 

The closed, locked door? I reached out, stretching in 
_ the saddle, and put a hand on his forearm. I squeezed, 
letting my eyes go bright with expectation. 

3 “Please do, your highness,” I breathed. “I’ve done a 

lot of reading, I’ve been on the Victo Storto in Pom- 

peii and have gone into the Vitti house there, to see 

_ the frescoes on its walls. I've been in the black museum. 

_ I've seen a number of private collections—and I really 
would like to see yours.” 

His handsome face lighted up. “Perhaps I've misjudged 
you, Miss Drum. Most women of your country profess 
to be free thinkers where it comes to sex, but when 
you pin them down to it, they only register disgust at 
what the women of my country accept as a facet of 

_ human nature.” 

“Me, I’m different,” I laughed. 
We trotted our horses for about half a mile. Rajpat 
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Singh reined up at a huge stone outcropping, and turned 
to me. 

“My wife will not be at home this afternoon, we may 
spend as long as you like in the Eroteria. Shall we?” 

I was anxious to see the royal collection. I nodded 
and rammed a boot-toe into my horse’s ribs. Side by 
side we went galloping past a stand of mango trees, the 
wind in our faces and excited laughter on our lips. 

We came into the stable yard at full gallop, reining 
back to slow the big Kathiawari stallions. I was off the 
saddle and on the ground only a moment after the ma- 
harajah. His hand caught mine; like children about to 
do a naughty deed, we ran for the side door. 

The palace was still and hushed in this early afternoon 
hour. The only sound we heard was the rat-a-tat of our 
feet, racing toward the locked, forbidden door. Then 
Rajpat Singh was tugging at the keys in his riding 
pants, bringing them out, sorting them. 

His flushed face turned to me in the shadows of the 
archway. “It has been a long time since I have been in 
here, not since the early days of my marriage.” His 
laughter was sensual. “My grandfather established the 
collection, my father added to it. I myself have done a 
bit of collecting, as well.” 

I heard the lock click. I saw the door Kea inward. 
Rajpat Singh touched a wall switch and a faint blue 
radiance sprang to life. 

Directly in front of the open door was the lifesize 
statue of a man and a woman in the soixante-neuf posi- 
tion, the top of the female head toward the door, with 
the male thighs spreading out from either side. I stood 
mesmerized by the realistic art. It was as if a living 
man and a living woman were crouched there, frozen 
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; ‘inan eternal ecstasy. It reminded me of the work of 
_ Juan Sierra. 


I felt a hand at my elbow. A voice murmured, “I see 
you enjoy what you’re looking at. I’m glad. There is no 
revulsion in you. I admit I was afraid of your reactions, 
even though you seemed most eager.” 

“T’ve seen Sierra’s work. It reminds me of it.” 

“Sierra is a genius. So is the man who carved these 
figures, Come, examine it more closely.” 

The attention to detail was frightening in its perfec- 
tion. Just as the stone figures on the Devi Jagadamba 
Temple of Khajuraho are so lifelike, so too were these 
bodies before me. And they were not worn or eroded 
by wind and rain, as are so many of the statues of the 
Indian temples. 

I turned to stare around me. 

Pictures on the wall, done in oils and water colors, 
blazed out from magnificent frames. Temple dancing 
girls—the deva-desi—were shown enjoying the love trans- 
ports of monkeys, of elephants, of rams. The monkeys 
were the animal representatives of Hanuman, the mon- 
key god, the elephants were the god Ganesh in that 
guise, the rams were for the god Agni. 

I shivered in sensual excitement. My breasts swelled 
up huge and hard, my nipples thrust out savagely, my 
loins grew damp, as my eyes ran from one form of 
carnal love to the other. A naked woman practiced ir- 
rumation on a naked man, while to one side of them 
a woman squatted above a man. There are thirty-six 
theoretical positions for copulation between a male and 
a female, not counting the off-shoots, and here in statue 
and in picture, all thirty-six were shown. There were 
a number that also showed the off-shoots, as well. 
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The only off-key note was a corner of the rug, where 
it had faded. I paid no attention to that. I was too 
busy looking at other things. 

No man, no woman, could walk through this wing 
and study this art without reacting to it. I reacted by 
turning to Rajpat Singh and putting my arms about 
his neck, lifting my lips for his kiss. Against my thigh 
I could feel his own excitement. 

Our kiss lasted a long time. I would have dropped 
to the floor if he had asked me, or done anything more 
than kiss me. When he drew away, I felt vaguely disap- 
pointed in him as a man. 

“My grandfather and my father brought their brides 
here, right after they had walked them around the 
marriage fires. A little hasheesh, a slow pacing about 
this room, a pause to study each carving, each painting, 
and their brides were ready to drag their husbands to 
the bridal bed.” 

‘“Devika as well?” 

He nodded, smiling. His face was dark with the 
arousal that ate in his flesh, he was clearly holding 
himself back. He said softly, “Be patient, my dear. The 
rites of Parvati will find you an eager participant if 
you allow the juices of your body to bubble a little, after 
what you have seen.” 

“J don’t know whether T'll be able to,” I groaned. 

I moved away from him to continue my inspection. 
The rajah was right, it was better to let my flesh stew 
in its own juices, the better to enjoy what would take 
place in the temple of Parvati. This room was basting 
my flesh for pleasure as a cook bastes food for the 
eating. I could not get enough of looking, of staring, 
of marveling. I spent more than an hour in the for- 
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 bidden room, studying the erotic lore of a world that 








worshipped goddesses of love and lust. 

There were daggers with ivory handles carved to 
‘simulate a man and a woman enjoying the coital embrace. 
Rajpat Singh lifted a pair of ivory-butted pistols—the 


pistols were by Perrin LePage of Paris, but the grips 


were by an unknown Indian sculptor—that showed a 
woman sitting upon a man, legs dangling over his thighs. 
A different pair, by Nicolas Boutet, displayed a naked 
woman practising the oral act upon a gigantic priapus, 
on one firearm, while the other showed a naked woman 


_ reclining, with a man’s head locked between her thighs. 


There was a septych, a hinged wooden masterpiece 
consisting of seven miniatures, about a foot by six inches 
each, in which, in order, a man took a woman from 
above; while a woman was lying on a hassock with a leg 
high in the air; while the woman was crouched on 
hands and knees before him; while the woman was 
standing with her back to a wall; while the woman was 
lying sideways to him; while the woman was standing 
on her hands; while the woman was lying flat on her 
belly; while the woman was taking a bath. The pictures 
looked like photographs, so that I had to glance again 
at the date of the paintings: 1789. 

“Wheeee,” I said, shivering. 

Rajpat Singh had come up behind me. I felt his hands 
on my buttocks. He gripped them hard, then let his 
palms slide up along my sides. He pressed his rigid 
strength into my buttockflesh. 

“I thought you wanted to wait,” I half-laughed, half- 
sobbed, rubbing myself against him. 

“T cannot,” he panted. “Nor can you!” 

He might have been right about that. I was ready for 
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anything, right about now. I kept rotating my behind 
as his fingers slipped up my nylon shirt to catch my 
brassiered breasts from underneath and lift them up- 
ward. His fingers squeezed gently, then darted to my 
shirtwaist buttons. 

“The album,” he panted. “Open the album.” 

The album was a large one, with wooden covers on 
which were carved the male member and the female 
organs. I lifted the cover. I found myself staring at a 
large photograph of a man kneeling naked behind a 
woman in a merry-widow girdle and black stockings. 
She had pushed her buttocks backward as she bent in 
a graceful pose before a mirror that displayed her 
heavy breasts thrust outside a brassiere. The female 
garments were modern, I felt certain the picture had 
been taken in the past twenty years. The man was kissing 
her bared buttocks. 

The man was undoing my shirtwaist buttons, one by 
one, slowly, while I stared at the picture. I felt the cool 
air on my breasts nestled inside the red lace Vassarette. 

“Beautiful,” he breathed. 

“Yeah,” I agreed. 

He meant my breasts, I meant the picture. 

His hands slipped inside the brassiere, gently sliding 
his long fingers beneath my heavy breasts, He lifted 
them out of the brassiere, squeezing the nipples, His 
laughter was soft in my ears as my hips bucked wildly. 
Then his hands went away and I saw my breasts ex- 
posed, yet supported by the down-pulled brassiere cups, 
just as were those of the woman in the photograph, 

I began to get the idea when he unfastened the belt 
of my corduroy jodphurs. His hands thrust them down- 
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ward, to the middle of my hips. Then he drew my blouse 
off my shoulders and dropped it to the floor, 

My middle had a red and black lace garterbelt about 
it, instead of the merry-widow girdle, but otherwise, 
I could have been the beauty in the album, My. jod- 
phurs had been pulled down around my ankles. And 
Rajpat Singh was kneeling behind me, covering my but- 
tocks with hot kisses. 

There was a fire in my belly as I moved my hips this 
way and that for his lips and tongue to forage as they 
would. I stared down at the picture, identifying myself 
with the woman in it. 

I cried out thickly as his tongue went into action. 

If he was trying to rouse me, to make a loolooeh out 
of me, he was succeeding. I wanted to turn and fling 
myself at him. I tried to do so, but his hands kept me 
poised before him. 

“Easy, easy, let me set the pace,” his lips whispered. 

Normally, I am the one who does that, but when in 
Rome, as the saying goes, so I just went on shivering 
and grinding my stockinged thighs together while that 
tongue and those lips went on adoring me. 

“Aphrodite kallipygos,’ he whispered. “Aphrodite of 
‘the beautiful buttocks. I could worship them for hours, 
my dear.” 

After a few more minutes, he took a deep breath and 
said, “Turn the page, my sugar-stick.” 

His sugar-stick turned the page. The woman had 
turned and now the man knelt before her, kissing her 
just as ecstatically as he had done while kneeling behind 


her. I blinked and let his hands turn me. 


The rajah became the man in the picture, I became 
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the woman, my head flung back and my lips open, as 
he played the part of worshipper at the shrine of love. 
I convulsed half a dozen times, I could hardly stand. 

“Please! I’ve been teased enough!” I moaned. 

He stopped kissing me long enough to say, “If we had 
the time, I would run through the entire album with 
you. You are Parvati herself in your effect on a man. 
But there isn’t that much time. So turn around and turn 
the page.” 

I swung back and bent over the little display table, 
my palms flat on its surface. I used one hand to turn 
the photo. The woman was kneeling before the man, 
her head bent in adoration of his malehood. 

Apparently Rajpat Singh was going to bypass that bit 
of foreplay. His hands were urging my legs apart, he 
was urging himself closer. 

“Turn the page!” he panted. 

His hands crept up the front of my stockinged legs, 
up onto the bare thighmeat. His palms slid upward, one 
going up to my dangling breasts, one settling in the 
area where he had been kissing me. I shook, I made 
low moaning sounds. My vision blurred as I felt him 
beginning to take me in the cow posture, to which the 
Hindu gives the name dhenuka-vyanta-bandha, 

According to the Koka Shastra, the cow posture is 
one by which a man and a woman gather much religious 
merit, possibly because Brahman cattle are so sacred. 
I was not thinking of storing up religious merit at the 
moment, I was too busy having myself a ball. I swung 
my hips, I jerked them like a hula dancer, I let them 
go looping around and around. 

Rajpat Singh stayed with me, all the way. 

His hands worked on my flesh without cessation. My 
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breasts felt swollen to twice their normal size, so did 
my bud. I tried to look at the picture, but it just did 
not focus. Besides, after a time, I closed my eyes the 
better to enjoy this manner of the bull. 

Twice, I came close to passing out. 

The shadows lengthened in the room, in which the 
only sound was that of flesh slapping flesh and the sob- 
bing breathing of a man and a woman. It had been a 
long time since anyone had sent me this way; I suppose 
I could credit it to the Eroteria. 

Then, in a burst of intense savagery, his arms wrapped 
themselves about my hips, he bellowed in a shrill voice, 
and I echoed his cry with an ululating scream. 

He fell away from me, stood swaying. 

“Never have I known such bliss,” he whispered. 

“Me too, your highness,” I muttered. 

It was a little difficult to get my legs to respond. I 
drew them together, I leaned on the tabletop, my head 
hanging, as I drew in air. My forehead was wet with 
Sweat, it was hot and close in this locked room. I rested, 
telling myself that if the rites to Parvati were anything 
like this, I was in for a wild time. 

Somehow I got my blouse on and buttoned it, then 
bent to raise my jodphurs, buckling the belt. I was 
ready to face the world again. 

My legs felt rubbery as Rajpat Singh drew me toward 
the oaken door. It was time to go, time to prepare for 
the dinner hour. Devika would be home soon, she must 
not find her husband alone with me here. 

I took a cold shower before dressing. I really needed 
it. 

Two days later, the nurse took the bandage from my 
throat. Outside an occasional black and blue mark, the 
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skin was as good as new. I was mighty happy that there 
was no soreness. Tonight we were going to the love tem- 
ple, and take part in the rites of Parvati. 

Devika had briefed me a little on the rites. Parvati, 
wife of Shiva, is perhaps the most important female god- 
dess in the entire Indian pantheon. As herself, she is 
woman incarnate, the ideal beauty, the wise woman and 
good mother. In her role as Shakti, she is the Divine 
Mother, but as Kali she is the dread goddess of the 
thug and his strangling cord, and her pictures show 
her beautiful face contorted into a bloodthirsty expres- 
sion. In her left hand she grips the severed head of a 
man, in her right she wields a scimitar. Her tongue 
protrudes from her lips and her eyes blaze with fanatic 
fury. 

“In the old days, knowing that blood was sacred to 
Kali,” Devika explained, “her followers, thuggees went 
about slaying left and right, to the glory of her name. 
Gradually the custom of thuggee was stamped out, or 
so we have believed until you were attacked. Nowadays 
her followers usually sacrifice only animals.” 

“Whatever happened to the thug?” I asked. 

“He died—under torture,” she murmured. 

From the head of the table, the maharajah growled, 
“Before he died, he bit off his tongue so he would not 
be tempted by the pain he suffered to reveal anything 
he might know. I regret it, Miss Drum, but we could 
not discover anything about Ling Fu’s hiding place.” 

I shivered. 

As if to urge me to a happier mood, the maharanee 
patted my hand. “As Kali, the thug worshipped Parvati. 
We shall worship her in our own fashion, this night— 
as the goddess of love, to whom the shedding of semen 
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is sacred, and who enjoys the relationships between men 
and women, the more unusual the better.” 

“As Uma the beautiful, the dancer, as Parvati to 
whom all the modes and manners of making love are 
holy,” added her husband. 

The moon was a great, golden ball midway up the 
sky as we came out of the palace and made our way 
toward the black Rolls Royce. We would be driven to 
the foot of a small mountain on top of which the ldve 
temple of Parvati was located, and in our bare feet 
we would walk up the many steps to the arched entrance. 
There we would remove our outer garments, and be 
furnished long robes. 

I was wearing an evening gown for the occasion, with 
a skirt that came down to my ankles. My back was bare, 
but a mink evening cape kept me warm against the wind 
that whispered across this river plateau of Hyderja- 
pore. Devika wore her silver lamé sari, with jeweled 
chapli on her otherwise bare feet. The rajah himself 
was resplendent in ceremonial garb. 

The ride was a short one, we traveled perhaps five 
miles. As we neared the temple we heard the pound 
of drums, the rattle of cymbals, the strumming of 
stringed instruments, in a wild, blood-thumping rhythm 
that reached down inside the body and churned the 
blood to froth. Devika was stirring restlessly, I was 
feeling a bit wild myself, remembering the pictures and 
the statues in the forbidden room, and what Rajpat 
Singh and I had done there, 

Torches had been lighted beside the stone steps so that 
we moved upward in a bath of reddish light. The sounds 
of mrdang and tambura were louder now, more rous- 
ing. As I walked upward, my eyes were fastened on 
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the stone bulk of the sandstone and marble spires. 

Every Indian temple has a courtyard, about which 
are built the stanctuary with its pillared aisles and their 
maqsura screens, minar towers, attached cloisters—the 
liwan—and the usually magnificent entrance into the sahn 
or courtyard. The steps up which we were ascending 
flowed from the entrance building, a masterpiece of 
red sandstone streaked with white marble, their colors 
softened by time so that it seemed to be a building 
out of fairyland. 

A priest in a saffron robe and with shaved head, his 
forehead dotted with the tika caste mark, made a deep 
salaam to the maharajah, lesser salaams to Devika and 
myself. At his handclasp, four naked boys and two equally 
naked girls came running. The boys were known as ha- 
mals, handservants to the goddess, while the girls were 
lulis, young temple priestesses. 

Two boys bowed to me, and placed their hands upon 
my evening gown, lifting it upward. I was a little sur- 
prised; I had not expected a public disrobing. The eve- 
ning gown came up and the naked boys pressed against 
me the better to slide the garment upward over my 
head gently, so as not to disturb my hairdo. 

I judged the youths to be fifteen, perhaps sixteen. I 
had already noted that their male organs were in a semi- 
eréct state, as if bloated by anticipation of fleshly pleas- 
ure to come. As their nude forms moved into me, their 
reactions became even more acute. One of them was 
breathing quite noisily. I guess he had not expected to 
see a woman in nylon stockings, garterbelt, and no bras- 
siere. 

Devika wore the traditional kurta, a slip of Kasilindi 
cotton that clung to her otherwise nude body with dis- 
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turbing faithfulness. I smiled as I saw her hips move 

involuntarily as the two naked youths attending her 
sandwiched her fleshy hips between them while lifting 
off the sari. 

To one side, Rajpat Singh was being denuded by the 
two young girls. Their hands touched his flesh tenderly, 
caressingly, as they removed his satin jacket and silk 
trousers, and bent to slip the sandals off his feet. Like 
the boys, his body was in a state of excitement, the skimpy 
loincloth at his middle being unable to contain him. His 
two lJulis were very pretty, with overlarge breasts and 
shapely legs. 

“Parvati zindabad,” murmured the priest. 

“Long live Parvati,” echoed Devika, bowing her head. 

The priest turned and we followed him, our attend- 
ants throwing loose robes over our shoulders against 
the night air in the courtyard. Before us was the temple 
proper, lighted by torches held by the temple priest- 
esses, the bayaderes, clad only in the traditional girdle, 
an arrangement of leather straps fitting tightly about 
their loins, and the kantha, which were a series of loops 
through which projected their swollen breasts. 

The wash of music flooding the interior of the temple 
sanctuary was exploding all around us, making our 
hearts slam in their ribcases, setting our flesh to ting- 
ling. There was a rhythm to the music that was oddly 
sensual. As we passed into the sanctuary, hands reached 
out, drew away our robes, leaving Rajpat Singh in his 
dhoti, Devika in her kurta, me in my garterbelt and 
nylons. 

The interior of the temple was a forest of slender pil- 
Jars, each carved to represent Parvati in an attitude 

_of love with her husband, Shiva. My eyes went to one 
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and then another, marveling at the realistic faithfulness 
of each pillar. Parvati was a true love goddess. 

We did not pause, we walked on toward a lighted 
stairway. 

“The garbha griha is below,” Devika whispered. “It is 
the womb of the mother, the chamber where her holiest 
statues are displayed.” 

We went down the stone steps. Now the music was soft, 
muted. It coaxed, it teased, it lured. The floor of in- 
tricate tilework depicted Parvati being worshipped fore 
and aft by kneeling boys. From this floor the pillars 
that rose from it depicted the goddess in her nudity, 
striking lascivious postures. At the far end of the hall 
was a statue tinted in lifelike colors so vivid, so accurate 
as to detail, that it seemed to be a living woman staring 
at us. 

Before her statue, there was a platform, about a 
foot off the tilework floor, almost twenty feet in diameter. 
It was heaped high with cushions, like a stage. 

We waited until a naked girl came running to Rajpat 
Singh, until two naked youths came to bow before De- 
vika and myself. 

“These are our hamals,” smiled Devika. “For the 
night, they are our slaves, who must obey any order.” 
Her soft laughter was licentious as she put out a hand 
to caress her youth, who quivered at her intimate strok- 
ings. I merely smiled at my young man, who looked a 
little disappointed. 

Rajpat Singh explained, “Don’t be bashful. Every caress, 
every kiss, every act you perform in the garbha griha 
is pleasing to the goddess.” 

“Oh well—in that case,” I giggled, and grabbed hold 
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_ of the youth. He shuddered in delight, and his dark eyes 
thanked me. 

We were escorted forward to three hassocks, each 
about two feet off the floor, each about six feet in diam- 
eter. Here we would perch and become a part of the 
rites to Parvati. 

My eyes had become accustomed to the torchlight by 
this time, and now I could see, on either side of the 
garbha griha walls, that there were archways leading 
off into other, unlighted portions of the chamber. It 
seemed to go far back in the rock out of which much 
of the temple had been carved. From time to time as 
a torch flared up, I caught glimpses of statues here and 
there in those darkened places. 

Under one of the pillared galleries, five musicians 
were playing soft music. Now, as Rajpat Singh signalled 
with his hand, they began to play a little louder. And at 
the same time, I could hear the distant clash of cymbals. 
Out from behind the statue of the goddess came half a 
dozen devaidesi, temple dancers, clad in ropes of Tuti- 
corin pearls, in belts of golden coins called phalams, in 
lace collars where diamonds flashed and glittered. Their 
otherwise nude bodies were cleanshaven and their fore- 
heads were marked with red kumkum powder in the 
three horizontal lines which denoted that they were de- 
votees of Shiva and his wife Parvati. 

They were fleshy women, not fat but smoothly curved 
as are the temples statues to be seen at Ranakpur and 
Udaipur. Their breasts were huge globes of heavy 
flesh tipped with enormous brown nipples that swung 
lazily and loosely back and forth, up and down, as their 
bare feet went through the intricate tala steps of the 


107 











sacred dance. With tiny golden cymbals, their fingers 
kept perfect time and with the drums and stringed 
tamburas. 

These dancers were the Indian equivalent of the belly 
dancers of North Africa and the Arab countries. They 
swung their breasts, they made their bellies bob, they 
rotated their naked hips in a swift rhythm akin to the 
Hawaiian hula dancers. They showed off their sex, they 
strutted their femininity, they shook their buttocks al- 
most in our faces. 

Rajpat Singh was enjoying himself thoroughly. His 
female slavegirl had crept between his thighs, half lying 
on the hassock, and was slowing unwinding the cotton 
dhoti that was his only garment. Once she hid her hands 
in its soft folds, and I saw movement as the rajah hissed 
in his throat at the pleasure she was giving him. 

Then soft hands were sliding along my naked back, 
down to my upper thighs, as my hamal pressed his own 
nakedness against me. I glanced down. His brown hands 
must have been soaked in milk, for they were soft and 
smooth as satin. Like the temple priestesses, these boys 
were especially trained to give pleasure, they cared for 
their bodies as do athletes in the United States. In a 
sense, they too are athletes: sex athletes that respond to 
the erotic call of Parvati. 

Devika was moaning, head flung back. Her young 
hamal was crouched between her soft thighs, plying his 
lips and tongue in the lingual caress while Devika stared 
at the temple dancers whose hand-gestures—the mudra 
were calling attention to the fleshy charms of the nude 
bodies that dipped an dswung before us. 

My own young man was playing with my breasts. He 
had thrust his wrists and forearms under my shaven 
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_ armpits, and his soft palms were lifting my mounds and 

_ shaking them gently, occasionally sliding a finger across 
the swollen nipples. My hips responded to his  toyings 
with involuntary jabs and thrusts. From my _ breasts, 
his hands slid to my belly, fondling the smooth flesh. 

From the shadows, male dancers came leaping, their 
manhood in fierce arousal. Now male and female bodies 
began to interweave, touching, brushing, exciting one 
another to orgasmic fury. It was impossible to watch 

_ these dancers without feeling that same eroticism in your 

own flesh. Devika was crying out, her hips pounding 
against the face of the hamal kneeling before her. I was 
gasping, shuddering, as male fingers dipped below my 
belly, exploring, stroking. 
If Parvati enjoyed watching sexual excitement, she 
was getting an eyeful right about now, I thought. The 
dancers were converging upon one another, the men 
caressing the women, the females stroking the males. 
When each partner had been aroused to the point of 
no return, the couples paired off and began a different 
kind of dance, 

Six couples, six different attitudes of love-making were 
being enacted before us. One woman bent over, grip- 
ping her ankles, another lifted one leg high, a third 
clasped her partner about his neck as he hoisted her 
up with his hands under her buttocks. One woman! 
touched the floor with hands and feet, legs spread to 
invite the man to enter her. The fifth woman pushed 
her man upon the floor and squatted over him. The 
last woman did a handstand as her fellow dancer clasped 

_ her knees in his armpits. 

The music was muted so the love cries of the dancers 

could be heard. The soft flesh slaps formed a backdrop 
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to those moans and screams, shouts and bull bellows. 
The young girl with Rajpat Singh had cast aside his 
dhoti and was bent before him, worshipping his lingam. 

To the man of India, kam—desire—is life itself, and 
woman is its priestess, Every Hindu has a four-point 
goal in life, consisting of dharm, his duty, arth, his 
gathering of money, kam, his bodily desires which must 
be fulfilled, and moksh, salvation. By pursuing the first 
three, he will attain to the fourth, which to the re- 
ligious Hindu means being released from the eternal 
cycle of birth and death and re-birth, or reincarnation. 

With the arrival of Gautama the Buddha, six cen- 
turies before the birth of Christ, much of this philosophy 
changed. Buddha wanted the ascetic life, to him woman 
and desire was something to be avoided. For a while, 
his followers adopted his rigid schedule of sacrifice 
and self-denial, but as the centuries passed, a new belief 
arose: that, before Gautama had adopted his ascetic 
pose, he had wallowed in the flesh pots. According to 
this Tantric creed, therefore, it was good and holy to 
seek kam with a woman, for Buddha: himself had once 
done so. 

Out of Buddhism and the old Vedic beliefs came the 
new religion of the Hindu, who believed that since man 
desired woman, and woman, man, the easiest thing to 
do was sanctify both, and make sex itself into something 
sacred. The embrace of man with woman would be 
symbolical of the embrace of mankind with God. Each 
woman was to be a goddess, her body a temple where 
lust was to reign supreme. She is Parvati, she is Lalita, 
she is Devi, she is honored with a thousand names. 

By making her body beautiful in the eyes of man, she 
worships the gods; by taking the male member within 
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her sex, she does sacrifice to the gods; by flaunting her 
sexuality and her womanhood, she makes prayers to 
Parvati. The triangle, which is representative of her 
female sex organ, the yoni, is also a sign of kamkala, 
which is the loveplay of the gods themselves, and so it 
becomes sacred. 

And so, as art follows thought, the great temple carv- 
ings portrayed this belief in kam, and in the holiness of 
sex and in the shapes of women who are its priestesses. 
The intricacies of the sexual act, displayed so honestly 
on the stupas and the friezes of the temples of India, 
are the stone manifestations of these beliefs. 

Just as Rajpat Singh was stone turned to flesh, with 
the girl crouched between his thighs and performing 
the rite of the mouth congress upon him, as Devika 
was being adored for her femininity by her hamal, 
just as I myself, shuddering and crying out, was being 
fondled to madness by my own youth, so we were all 
observing this principal of kam, We were adoring Par- 
vati, the love goddess, we were honoring her with our 
spasms of ecstasy. 

At the time, I was not aware that I was engaged in 
any religious ritual, I was too engrossed in the pleasure 
running through my flesh. I had caught the head of 
my hamal in my hands and pushed his face downward, 
against my privacy. He made free with me, lifting me 
into that state of kam the Hindus call nirvana, until I 
was a mindless jelly, shaking and sobbing on the hassock. 

Then he was rising, jabbing forward, lifting my right 
foot to his shoulder, stretching my leg out on the has- 
sock in the Bamboo Cleft position. He was a talented 
lover, this hamal, he knew the love positions as well as 
Vatsyayana himself. From the Bamboo Cleft he swung 
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into the Nail, where my right foot was upon the top 
of his head, and then into the Crab, where my thighs 
were pushed back until they rested on my belly. 

All this time he drove himself like the great piston 
of a machine. He was a stallion man—an ashwa—with 
a broad chest and muscles like iron, with his black hair 
worn thick and with a member as long as six inches. 
Since most Indian males have comparatively small organs, 
the stallion man is a veritable giant among his kind. 

My head was turning back and forth on the hassock. 
When I turned to the left I saw. Rajpat Singh on his 
back, with his naked Juli atop him, weaving back and 
forth, eyes closed, small white teeth fastened in her lower 
lip. To my right, Devika was crouched on her knees 
and elbows, head down so that her thick brown hair 
made a carpet for the cheek that lay upon it, as her 
hamal performed the rite of the elephant. 

In front of me, the devadasis and their male counter- 
parts were also engaged in their couplings, their cries 
and shouts echoing our own. The sharp screams of mu- 
tual orgasm sounded like music to our ears. 

Above us towered the image of the goddess, sprawled 
in her eternally erotic posture, receptive to the male. 
As my eyes touched her face, it seemed to me that her 
eyes glowed with life, that she relished the kam atti- 
tudes which were performed below her altar. It was a 
trick of the light no doubt, the flaring, fluttering torch- 
flames cast shadows upon her carven thighs so that her 
naked body appeared to shift from time to time, as if 
she were moving her hips in unison with my own. 

I have no recollection of how long I lay there, let- 
ting my burly kamal drive delight through my body. 
Twice he went away, once to bring back flat cakes and 
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a glass of wine. I ate, I drank, like a woman newly 
roused from sleep. I am positive there were drugs in 
the chapatti cakes and in the tart arrack wine. Arabian 
-_yohimbin, perhaps, that is an admitted aphrodisiac, 
mixed in with bhang. 

Devika also ate and drank. Sweat sheened her brown 
skin, her long brown hair was unkempt and tangled, 
it lay in sodden strands against her temples. I won- 
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oh 





dered if I looked anything like her at the moment, 
a for in my eyes she seemed to be the mother of all 






_ whores, 

She ate, she drank, she lay back and let her hamal 
come at her again, or it may have been a different 
hamal, one man could never be so potent. I myself 
was enjoying a different youth, so possibly’ a stranger 
was couched between the thighs of the maharanee. 

Parvati was worshipped beyond endurance, this night. 

Always, as my servitor hammered away in me, I stared 
; upward at the goddess. And always, she seemed alive, 
_ staring down at our entwined figures, enjoying the 

sight of male and female in the many copulative postures 

we assumed. 
7 So alive did she seem in my entranced state— 
d I saw her statue move. 
‘ It tilted forward, making shadows where the torch- 
_ flames caught her polished arms and legs. Parvati was 
bending toward us, eyes bland and mysterious in her 
lovely face. It was as if she herself wanted to partake 
in the rites of worship. 

Forward she bent, then drew back. 

Again she bent forward, staring downward. This time 
she did not draw back. For an instant I thought I had 
gone mad. The goddess was alive. She was descending 
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from her altar to enjoy the caresses that held Devika 
and myself as the prisoners of pleasure, here upon our 
hassocks. 

To late, I realized the truth. 

Somebody was behind that gigantic statue, pushing it 
forward. Perhaps it rested on a fulcrum, that per- 
mitted it to be tilted forward easily, much as a single 
person can topple a delicately balanced rock. 

The statue must have weighed ten tons. It would 
crush the hamal between my thighs, and me, together 
with the maharanee and her lover, as a swatter crushes 
the fly. 

I kicked out, screaming. 

“Watch it! The statue—” 

My foot drove my hamal backwards as I flung myself 
away. His upturned face saw the goddess above him, 
falling swiftly. His mouth opened and he screamed. 
While that scream was still ringing in the air I was 
diving sideways toward the maharanee. 

I hooked an arm about her middle as my catapulting 
body drove her off the hammock and to the floor. The 
statue touched the heel of my left foot and I opened 
my mouth to scream as that awful weight came down 
on me. 

There was a thunderous crash. 

I lay across the panting, sobbing Devika, listening to 
a man screaming in the agony of crushed ribs and 
splintered legs. I wriggled my left leg, and turned my 
head. The two hamals lay under the statue. One man 
was dead, the other was shouting out his life in agony. 

There was no one behind the statue, only dark sha- 
dows. 

Then somebody fired a gun. 


114 











Chapter SIX 


I was on my feet and running before the echoes of 
that shot had faded out. Rajpat Singh was nowhere 
about. He and his little Juli were gone. Only the naked 
maharanee and I were alone in the temple chamber. 

We had been set up for death, the two of us. 

‘Devika—watch it!” I screeched. 

I had no idea as yet where the gunshot had come 
from. All I could do was search the shadows with my 
eyes, maybe even offer my body as a target to try and 
find the hiding place of the would-be killer. 

I dove off my feet, landing on my hands and sliding 
sideways into the black shadows where no_torchlight 
penetrated. I lay there panting, waiting. 

If I needed a target to draw gunfire, the maharanee 
made it as she ran bent over, her heavy breasts swing- 
ing like pendulums to her stride. Red torchflares flick- 
ered over her nakedness, showing her in every detail 
to an onlooker. The somewhat plump thighs, shimmying 
fleshily as her Jac-tinted soles hit the floor, the belly 
that bobbed slightly, the curved back, all made a living 
bull’s-eye to the hidden marksman. 

I heard the click of a revolver being cocked. 

“Drop!” I howled. 
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Devika hurled herself at the floor. From a shadowed 
archway a dozen feet away, flame ran from a gun 
barrel as the walls of the bargha griha caught the 
sound it made and sent it reverberating in echoes all 
across the temple. 

I ran through those echoes, and through the sha- 
dows. My bare feet made no sound. There was a man 
standing there, clad in the white dhoti of the thug. He 
was lean, scrawny, and his face had a blissful look that 
showed the influence of some drug like bhang or hash- 
ish. His eyes were hunting in the red torchflares for 
the maharanee. A revolver bulked big in his thin brown 
hand. 

Devika was nowhere in sight. Even as I had run into 
the black shadows, so had she. She was there, crouched, 
scarcely breathing, waiting for what would happen next. 

On bare feet I advanced toward the man. 

As if the touch of my eyes alerted some sixth sense, 
he whirled. The gun swept toward my belly. His finger 
tightened. 

I hurled myself sideways and forward. 

The bullet made a scratch across my hip as it touched 
me and then ricocheted off the tilework floor. My right 
shoulder rammed into a knee. The man went backward, 
crying out his alarm. 

I hit the floor on a hip and a shoulder, my right 
hand stretched out, clawing for his gun. I missed. I 
came up on both knees and rammed forward. One knee 
went into his belly as I lay half across him, grabbing 
his gun wrist in both hands. 

I lifted his hand and slammed it down upon the floor, 
He would not let go of the gun, I drove his hand at 
the floor again. 


116 


A shadow touched me. 

Devika was crouched above us, crying out, “Don’t 
kill him! By the fires of Put—don’t kill him! I want to 
ask him who’s paying him to kill us.” 

I wanted a few answers myself. 

I lifted a knee and drove it into his belly. The air 
whooshed out of his lungs. He began to moan, and I 
felt the muscles in his arm turn to rubber. When I beat 
his hand against the floor this time, the revolver went 
skidding across the tiles. 

Devika leaped for it. 

She came walking back slowly, gun lifted with the bar- 
rel aimed right at my face. Her eyes were cruel slits, 
her voice when she spoke was a rasp of rage. Just for 
an instant it seemed her finger was tightening on the 
trigger and that she was going to pump a bullet into 
me. 
“Hey,” I yelled. “Watch where that gun’s pointing!” 

She jerked, as if coming out of a deep sleep. The gun 
was still aimed at me, but now she seemed to’ be thinking, 
and she shrugged and muttered, “Sorry. It all hap- 
pened so fast, I forgot my manners.” 

She knelt down and put the gun against the head of 
the man beneath me. She breathed, “Who are you? You’re 
no thug! Who paid you to kill the white memsahib and 
me?” 

The man shivered in fear. The eyes rolled in his 
head, showing the whites, and his lips worked grotesquely. 
Devika smiled cruelly and put the gun barrel hard 
against his cheek. 

“Shall I shoot away your jaw?” 

The man moaned. The maharanee lifted the barrel 
and brought it down against his lips. Teeth broke, half 
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choking him. Under the stimulus of that pain, his whip- 
cord body thrust upward, heaving me a few feet through 
the air. 

The man turned and hurled himself at the maha- 
ranee. 

Of course he wanted her to kill him. He did not 
want to be brought back to the palace and tortured as 
the other thug had been tortured. This thought may 
have crossed Devika’s mind, If I had been the one with 
the gun, I would have subdued him with a judo hold 
or a karate chop, but I was on the floor, staring up at 
the man as he went for Devika. 

All she had to do was pull the trigger. 

The gun went off. The bullet drove into the man, 
knocking him backwards. He hit the floor and rolled, 
both arms pressed to his belly. He was dying, his body 
was shuddering into its last convulsions. I got off the 
floor and went to the maharanee and took the gun 
away from her. 

I said, “You know India better than I do. Who'd 
want to kill you?” 

Her eyes glowed in the torchlight. I am certain she 
knew the answer to my question, but she did not believe 
what her mind told her. She shrugged and looked away. 

“I don’t know,” she murmured. 

“Me, everybody shoots at me,” I told her lightly. 
“T’m used to it. But a maharanee, the ruler of a state 
like Hyderjapore—this just doesn’t make sense.” 

She shivered, looking around her. “Come, I want to 
get out of here.” 

Nothing about her husband, no wonderment at where 
he had gone. Just the simple statement that she wanted 


118 








ont. Well, I wanted out, myself. And I wanted time to 
_ think. I was getting the feeling that I had misjudged a 





‘shallow puddle for a deep pool and that I was in this 
thing way over my head. ; 

Why had the thug tried to kill me? Was Devika a part 
_ of that plot, because she had tried to exhaust me so I 
_ would not put up a fight against the rumal? The answer 
to that might be yes, but then the maharanee herself 
had faced death here this night. If I had not hurled 
her off the hassock, she would be cold meat under the 
_ toppled statue of Parvati, And the assassin with the re- 
__ volver had taken a shot not only at me, but at her as 









I kept the gun with me as I followed the maharanee 
across the floor and up the staircase into the temple 
_ proper. I could see the pink tints of dawn touching the 
5 hills to the east as we paced between the pillars. 

_ “Your husband took the car,” I told her. “Because 
he did not expect us to have any need for it?” 

She looked a little sick. 

We were stark naked, both of us. I wondered if Raj- 
pat Singh had taken away her sari and my evening 
gown. If he hadn't, they ought to be in the temple 
entryway. 

They were where the boys had placed them after un- 
dressing us. I fell on my Jay Thorpe with a shout of 
sheer delight. More silently, but with her mouth curved 
in a smile, Devika lifted her sari-and began to drape 
it about her nude body. 

“It's a long walk back to the palace,” I muttered. 
The maharanee only bit her lip. 

We had covered perhaps two miles and our feet were 
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dirty and aching, when the Rolls Royce came spinning 
along the dusty country road, At sight of us, Ganpat 
braked to a stop. 

“Your highness,” he cried. “Are you all right?” 

He paid no attention to me, all his interest was con- 
centrated upon his royal mistress. He offered her his 
arm to lean on, his face looked ashen as she accepted it. 
He lifted out a blanket and tucked it about her legs and 
hips as she settled herself in the rear seat. I crawled in 
beside her. 

Nobody said a word, all the way back. 

Rajpat Singh was standing on the palace steps when 
we- stopped. He had seen us in the tonneau, and had 
put a hand on the marble balustrade as if to steady 
himself. I was convinced he was the one who had caused 
the statue to be toppled over on us, and had hired the 
assassin as a safeguard against our possible escape. 

Yet I had no proof. I might even have been doing the 
man an injustice. He came bounding down the palace 
steps three at a time. His face was alight with a wide 
smile as he reached for the door handle. 

“Devika! And Miss Drum. I’ve been so worried.” 

“Have you?” his wife asked, dully. 

“But of course! I had to leave—but you two seemed 
to be having such a good time, I didn’t bother you. And 
so this morning, I sent Ganpat to fetch you.” 

Well, he might be telling the truth. If the statue had 
not been toppled so it would fall on the maharanee as 
well as on myself, I would have believed him. H.A.T.E, 
and D.R.A.G.O.N. had no wish to kill Devika, 

Or—did they? 

We were both exhausted, the maharanee and I. We 
waved hands at each other as we mounted the steps to 


120 





our bedrooms. I made sure my door was locked before 
I threw myself, still in my evening gown, across the bed. 
I fell asleep while my body was still bouncing on the soft 
mattress. 

I woke at dusk. I took a cold shower. 

I stayed under the shower waters as long as I could 
stand it. There was a mystery, here in the palace of 
Hyderjapore. If I wanted to find Ling Fu, I was going 
to have to solve it, find out what undercurrents were 
catching me in their grasp—and threatening my life. 

At the dinner table, Rajpat Singh opened a velvet 
ring box and handed it to me. Inside the case was a 
heavy ring, encrusted with diamonds. I stared at it for 

_a few seconds in absolute awe. 

“For you,” the rajah smiled. “As a small token of my 
appreciation for having saved my wife’s life.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t!” 

“Certainly you can,” Devika ae graciously, 
“Or don’t you think my life is worth that bauble?” 

“Bauble?” I screeched. “I’ve never seen anything so 
beautiful. It’s a masterpiece.” 

It was, too. I counted fifteen pure white diamonds in 
a platinum setting that was carved to resemble the 
coned stupa of an Indian temple. Under the overhead 
lights, those diamonds blazed with all the rainbow colors, 
This was a ring a girl might never see in her whole 
lifetime, let alone own. I slipped it on my finger and 
held out my hand to admire it. 

“I really shouldn’t accept it,” I murmured. 

The maharajah laughed. “I would be insulted if you 
did not. As a good diplomat, you don’t want bad rela- 
tions between your country and mine?” 

“You twisted my arm,” I smiled. “And thank you.” 
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The maharajah seemed in excellent spirits, insisting 
on toasting me and my skills with champagne until we 
all got a glow on. Then he informed us that to honor 
his wife and me, he was instituting a tiger hunt for the 
following day. 

“A hundred beaters, fifty gun bearers, three fine 
elephants,” he enthused. “We shall each get a tiger. 
Devika’s hide and mine will be placed in the hunt wing. 
Your tigerskin shall be prepared and sent to you, Miss~ 
Drum, after you return home.” 

His words reminded me that I had been neglecting 
my job. “Are you trying to tell me that Ling Fu saw us 
in the temple—and is willing to admit I may be the 
person he expects? I’ve passed the tests? He’s ready to go 
home with me?” 

Rajpat Singh looked crestfallen. “As a matter of fact, 
no. Ling Fu did not appear at the temple, as he had 
promised. For some reason, he is being very cautious 
about you. Well, I suppose we can’t blame him—after 
what happened to Kasim Chand. 

“Poor Kasim! He was like a brother to me. I ue 
like to see his murder avenged. And I will.” 

He finished his coffee, then suggested we all get a good 
sleep. We must be thoroughly rested against a long day 
of travel to get to the Hyderjapore jungles where the 
tigers roamed. 

My eyelids blinked. “A long day of travel? What 
about the hunt?” 

The rajah bellowed laughter. “My dear Miss Drum! 
Do you think that hunting tigers is like shooting ducks 
from a blind? No, no. First, we must go into tiger coun- 
try, where we shall camp for about eight or ten days 
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at a forestry station while our beaters are out trying 
to flush us some cats.” 

“Oh,” I murmured weakly. 

“Jt will take us that length of time to shoot three 
tigers, believe me—unless we are extraordinarily lucky. 
But tomorrow we go by train into jungle country, it 
will be hot and sticky and uncomfortable. So get some 
sleep.” 

Next morning, there was a small army of people wait- 
ing in front of the palace. There were three mahouts 
to drive the elephants, three charkatas to feed them, 
ten servants from the palace staff, five gun-bearers, half 
a dozen guards armed with rifles, a couple of palace 
musicians, two cooks, some various retainers here and 
there, and a man whose sole duty in life was to make 
sure that every rifle the rajah owned was cleaned, loaded, 
and ready to fire. 

It was a small safari, waiting to board the train. 

Most tiger hunts cost in the vicinity of ten to fifty 
thousand dollars, all depending on its size, on the amount 
of luxury demanded, and on how much the maharajah 
wants to impress his guests. Our little jaunt would run 
Rajpat Singh about eight thousand, all told. 

All day long we rattled around in his private train, 
sipping at iced scotches or spooning sherberts to keep 
us reasonably cool. There was a sparse lunch about 
midday, but after that, until we arrived at the forestry 
station, where a regular banquet had been laid out for 
us by servants sent on ahead, we got nothing to eat. 

I ate, I slept. I woke from time to time to the scream 
of a big leopard or a tiger or maybe even at toddy cat. 
TI couldn’t tell the difference. I always rolled over and 
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went back to sleep. We had enough men around to protect 
us from any hungry feline, I figured. 

At dawn we were climbing into. howdahs—green 
wood and felt structures strapped to the backs of our 
elephants—and I was about to get my first lesson in 
getting seasick on land. For as the elephant walks, his 
back sways and the howdah is like a deck in a heavy 
sea. Fortunately, I got used to the roll before I got 
sick. 

In tiger country, the beaters go threshing about in 
the grass with long flails hoping to disturb a sleeping 
tiger and send him bounding toward the elephants 
where the hunters wait. The idea is to shoot the tiger 
dead before he runs off, or before he tries to claw 
his way up the elephant to do some killing on his own. 

The first day, we got a dud. The second day, they 
put a buffalo at the end of a leather thong, hoping 
some unwary cat would make a meal of him. Then when 
it was torpid from sleeping with a fully belly, the beat- 
ers would disturb it and send it our way. At least, this 
was the plan. 

The rajah had a double-barreled Savage rifle made 
especially for tiger shooting. I was wielding a Rigby 
416 big game rifle that weighed almost ten pounds. 
The maharanee had a slightly lighter Enfield. 

Toward noon, just when I was getting hungry and 
more than a little thirsty, the maharajah decided to cut 
out, leaving Devika and me on our own. 

Ten minutes after he disappeared between the trees, 
I heard a commotion off to our left. I turned my head 
casually and damn near died. Five—count.’em, five!— 
huge striped tigers came bounding toward the two ele- 
phants and us girls. They slavered at their jaws, they 
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looked half starved. One of them gave a rumbling snarl. 
_ My hands started to shake. I couldn’t lift my rifle. 

Devika said hurriedly, “Don’t freeze. For God’s sake 
—don’t freeze. They can smell fear even better than a 
dog.” 

She lifted her Enfield and sent a bullet at the nearest 
cat. Maybe her elephant swayed or something, because 
her shot went a little wild. It dug what must have been 
a painful furrow along the side of the bounding animal. 
Its resulting roar seemed to anger its fellows, because 
the whole bunch whirled and came for us. 

Devika screamed. 

At the same time, our elephants bolted. An elephant 
will stand up to one tiger, maybe even two, but five of 
them are a little too rich for his blood. And each ele- 
phant felt, I am sure, that he was the sole target for 
that sharp-clawed rush. 

A beast leaped for the flank of my mount. I saw long 
claws dig into leathery hide, I saw feral eyes glaring 
up at me as the tiger started its climb. Foamy saliva 

dripped from its huge-fanged jaws as it thought about 
how I would taste. 

I turned the Rigby toward the tiger and pressed the 
trigger. By sheer dumb luck, I got it right between the 
eyes. The bullet almost ripped the top of its head off. 

_ Two more tigers were climbing my elephant by- this 
time and the elephant was running like a Derby winner 
coming down the stretch. I was being bounced around 
helplessly. I couldn’t aim my gun, Aim? Hell, I couldn’t 
even reload it. For a brief moment I wondered where 
my gun-bearer had disappeared to. But I had no time 
to spare for thought because the lower branches of a 
big tree were slapping me across the face, 
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I almost went out of the howdah. 

As I grabbed the fore-rail, a paw with a lot of claws 
swiped at my hand. I jerked it back, lost my balance 
and sat down hard on the wooden howdah floor, A 
thicker branch caught the howdah and almost ripped it 
off the elephant. 

We were in deep jungle now, with huge trees all around 
us. I didn’t stop to think about whether tigers could 
climb trees, I simply reached up and grabbed a branch 
as it shot over my head and yanked myself upward. 
The elephant went away below me with the tigers still 
clinging to it. 

I dangled by my arms for a moment, trying to get 
my breath. Then I yanked myself upwards and hooked 
a leg over the branch. I panted for breath. 

The sound of steady screaming jerked my eyes along 
the back trail. 

Devika was crouched in one corner of the howdah 
while a big tiger was clawing its way over the corner 
opposite her. In another moment, its fangs would be at 
her throat, its claws ripping down her breasts and 
torso. Devika knew this as well as I did, and her mouth 
was wide open in her terrible fright. 

‘Devika—up here!” I screamed. 

I reached my hands down for her to clasp, but she 
never saw me. The only thing she could see was that 
big cat on the edge of the howdah, readying its spring. 
The elephant would pass below me; it was coming swiftly. 
I had no time to attract her attention. 

I dropped off the branch, gripping it with my upper 
arms. I let my legs form into a vee. I aimed that vee 
at the maharanee and prayed that the tiger would not 
make its jump before she reached me. Most cats are not 
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at their best when their footing shifts and rolls under 
them, and that howdah was actually bouncing as the 
elephant fled through the jungle. 

But it was only a momentary pause, the tiger would 


' go for the tempting dinner that the maharanee made, 


trying to push her behind out through the howdah 
latticework. 

_ Then my legs went around her. 

And the tiger leaped. 

I guess the big cat thought I was a hungry snake or 
something, about to rob it of its meal. It sprang, it 
claws out and scratching for my soft flesh. I felt 
Devika slam into my crotch and I tightened my legs 


_ around her, sweeping her upward and out of the how- 


dah, 
At this instant, the tiger almost got my behind. If he 
had fastened his claws there, his weight would have 


dragged me and the maharanee down into the howdah. 


There would have been no escape for us, then. 

But the elephant was running like a greyhound below 
us, and he carried the tiger along in the howdah while 
Devika’s weight dragged at my arm muscles. She was 
weeping in terror, her body was shaking as if she had 
the ague. 

“Climb up me, climb up me,” I panted. “I can’t hold 
us-both much longer.” 

A hand fastened in my jodphur belt. They almost came 
off before she got her other hand on my khaki blouse. 
The material tore, but not before her foot came down 
on my instep so she could boost herself upwards. We 
were both breathing like a fireside bellows by this time, 
but she was making progress. 

She got a hand on the treebranch, and ‘then another. 
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I climbed onto the branch and pulled her up beside 
me. She lay against me, sobbing steadily, my arms folded 
around her. I let her cry. 

I heard a tiger scream in pain. Later I learned both 
elephants had scraped off the tigers against the thick 
boles of the jungle trees, half crushing them while doing 
so. The tiger in the maharanee’s howdah was jarred 
loose when the howdah rammed a heavy branch. Then 
her elephant turned and put both its forefeet on it. 
This was the tiger that screamed as its ribs and flesh 
were crunched to pulp beneath those huge flat feet. 

For the moment, hearing that tiger scream and not 
knowing what it meant, Devika and I shuddered and 
clasped one another. All around us the giant jungle 
trees were dark and ominous. I expected a snake, maybe 
a giant boa constrictor, to come crawling along the 
branch for us, or maybe a leopard—I knew leopards 
could climb trees!—searching for his midday meal, 

Instead, we heard a voice shouting. 

“Your highness! Your highness!” 

Devika roused herself to turn her head and cry, 
Quai hai! This way, this way!” 

Three gun-bearers came running between the trees, 
their faces pinched and worried. One stopped to run 
back the way he had come, the other two came beneath 
the branch to stare up at us. 

“Alagar has gone to fetch an elephant, highness. It 
will be here soon, very soon.” 

I whispered to the maharanee, ‘Well? What about it? 
Do you think it was deliberate, the rajah’s going off 
and leaving us? When he left, everybody else went 
with him.” 

“And those five tigers—looked starved,” she agreed. 
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“What are you going to do?” I pressed. 

“I don’t know, I just don’t know.” 

Me, I knew what I was going to do. 

As I lowered myself into the howdah, I was thinking 
that if Rajpat Singh were a H.A.T.E. or D.R.A.G.O.N. 
agent, it would answer a lot of questions. Since he was 
also a friend of Kasim Chand, it could have been he 
who sent word to the H.A.T.E. agents in New York 
that Kasim Chand was coming, that he was going to 
meet L.U.S.T. agents. With that warning, no wonder 
the H.A.T.E. agents trapped me and Kasim Chand in 
that hippie hideout, the Avant Garde Arena! 

Thoughts were one thing, proof was another. 

I kept my thoughts to myself as the rajah came riding 


along on his elephant, waving an arm at us. He was a 


great actor. He looked so relieved and delighted at 
seeing us safe, I began to wonder about my suspicions. 


‘He caught Devika to him, drawing her into his howdah 


and kissing her so affectionately that I was almost posi- 
tive I was on the wrong track. 

Over her shoulder, he beamed at me. “And Miss 
Drum—perfectly safe! Marvelous, just marvelous.” When 
Devika told him how I had scooped her out of the 
howdah right under the claws of a leaping tiger, he al- 


most wept. 


“How can I thank you? That ring is nothing. I must 


_ think of a more suitable reward. My thanks, Miss Drum 


—my eternal gratitude.” 

We went back to the forestry station. 

All the fun was gone out of the tiger hunt. Neither 
Devika nor I could climb back into one of those how- 
dahs for anything. We told Rajpat Singh as much, that 
night at dinner. 
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“I cannot blame you, I admit,’ he nodded. “I had 
hoped to bag a cat myself, which is why I went off like 
that, leaving you. I thought you’d be safe, I never ex- 
pected five tigers to come along.” 

Maybe, buster. And—maybe not. 

When we got back to the palace, I was going to find 
out for sure about the maharajah of _Hyderjapore. For 
the nonce, I was content to bask in the sun and get 
my tan, along with Devika, while Rajpat Singh went on 
hunting his tigers. In the next five days, he shot two, 

On the evening of the day he shot the second cat, he 
announced we would break camp on the morrow and 
return to the palace. In an aside to me, he said he 
hoped to have some word about Ling Fu. 

“My men have been searching for him. It is just 
bad luck that they have not stumbled across his hiding 
place. But bad luck will not continue forever.” 

We came back to the palace on a cool autumn after- 
noon. The cool season in Hyderjapore extends from 
October to February. In April, the hot season begins. 
This heat builds up gradually until in the latter part of 
June, the monsoon rains sweep across the hills and val- 
leys. These rains last until the end of September. 

I went to take a shower at once. I dressed for dinner 
in a white cocktail number by Jean Patou that I hadn’t 
worn as yet. The camp food had been good, but rough, 
so I ate my way through lamb curry, puri bread, 
chutney sauce and rice, in utter ecstasy. I finished off 
the feast with gajar halwa for dessert, two cups of 
coffee and a creme de menthe. 

I was going to have a busy night. I needed energy. 
Soon after I was finished, I protested a headache and 
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went to my room. I had things to do and I wanted to 
be alone to get them done. 

I selected what looked like a pair of black nylon py- 
jamas, but which was actually a skintight jump suit. It 
fitted me like my own skin, from toes to neck. When I 
put a black stocking over my face, I would be absolutely 
invisible in the darkness. 

I fastened a black leather belt about my middle. There 
were compartments in the belt that held burglar tools 
and a couple of vials of acid, together with a tiny gun 
in a holster that fired needles tipped with a fast-acting 
poison. 

I waited until midnight, then slipped out the door. 

The palace was black with night, but by this time I 
knew my way around in it. I walked swiftly, silently, 
just as might a shadow. There was one room in the 
palace that I believed might contain what I was after. 
It was behind the oaken door into the forbidden room. 

During my two week stay at the palace, I’d had oc- 
casion to look around pretty thoroughly. The office where 
Rajpat Singh managed his estates did not hold the proofs 
I sought. I had examined it at my leisure one afternoon 
when both the rajah and his maharanee had been away. 
No, whatever I was after had to be behind that locked 
door. 

If only for the reason that a locked door to a room 
filled with an erotic collection was ridiculous, in India. 
In a land where all you had to do was look at the 
nearest temple statuary to see couples in various forms 
of sexual union, nobody but nobody would bother to hide 
erotic pictures. So the door was locked for a different 
reason. 
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I had been in the love room with Rajpat Singh, he 
had taken me there because, as I now believed, he was 
afraid that I might decide to go looking behind that 
locked door by myself. The love-in was a bit of lagni- 
ape, thrown in for good measure. He wanted me to 
think all there was to see would be so-called dirty pic- 
tures. I felt I knew better. 

Years ago when I was young and innocent, I had laid 
plans to be a girl burglar. I even had the name Pen- 
elope Courage picked out for myself. My father is a lock- 
smith, and he taught me so much about locks and safes 
and how to open them, that I would have been a most 
successful Lady Raffles if I had not developed a con- 
science when I developed breasts. However, there are 
times as a L.U.S.T. agent when I play Penelope Courage 
with all the gusto of an actual bad girl. This night was 
to be one of them. 

I tiptoed to the oak door. I slipped out a pick from 
a belt compartment. I bent and inserted the pick in 
the lock. There was a click as the bolt slid back and the 
door opened. I tiptoed into the love room and locked 
the door behind me. 

I had memorized the layout of this display chamber 
when I'd been in it with the maharajah. There was no 
place for a mouse to hide, let alone a file cabinet or 
a safe with Commie secrets in it. But I had seen an odd 
thing while I had been admiring the artistry of the 
Indian painters. 

The color of the rug was faded just a little at one 
corner, in the form of a large square. To any ordinary 
observer, there would have been no difference in the 
texture of the rug, but as a L.U.S.T. agent, I notice 
these things. Sometimes my life depends on it. 
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I lifted the corner of the rug where it was faded. 
_ There was a closed trap door under it. I lifted the 
trap door, I bent and felt around. Steps, leading down- 

_ ward. I went down the steps and closed the trapdoor. 

The rug, that lay against the doortop, fell into place over 

it. 

Now I dared to strike a match. 

I was staring into a vast laboratory. I could see only 

a little of it by matchlight, but I saw enough to know 
I was on the right track. Rajpat Singh was a lot more 
than just the maharajah of Hyderjapore. This was a 
_ hideout for hanky-panky, down here. 
__ I discovered a light switch and now I could see quite 
clearly what it was I had found. This was no ordinary 
laboratory, there was a powerful short wave radio sta- 
tion, and a section of the chamber was like a police 
crime lab, with ballistics equipment, fingerprint appara- 
tus, and assorted odds and ends of objects which might 
play a big part in spy operations. 

There was a wall safe, too. 

It took me ten minutes to open the safe. I reached in 

a and brought out papers. I stood there for half an 

__ hour, examining them. 

__ Rajpat Singh was the head of D.R.A.G.O.N.—the Red 

_ Ghinese secret agent society—for all of northern India. 
It had allied itself with the CCP-L, that branch of the 
Commie party that takes its orders from Pekin. The 
other branch of the Communist group in India, the 
CCP-R, is the rich branch, and looks to Moscow for its 

_ philosophies. CCP-L. hates CCP-R and the hate is re- 

_ turned with interest. 

_ Bloody flare-ups in West Bengal, in New Delhi and in 

Calcutta during the past year were instigated by CCP-L. 
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When peasants rebelled against its Communist tyranny, 
the CCP-L sent troops into Naxalbari, to shoot them 
down. Riots are also started by the CCP-R and unruly 
mobs range the city streets from Madras northward into 
Kashmir. India, as a nation, is in political turmoil. 

And Rajpat Singh was helping to keep it that way. 

I found carbon copies of his letters to H.A.T-E. and 
D.R.A.G.O.N. agents in New York, apprising them of the 
fact that Kasim Chand would be in that city to make 
contact with L.U.S.T. operatives in an attempt to smuggle 
Ling Fu out of India and to the United States. 

In these letters, the maharajah admitted that he him- 
self did not know the whereabouts of Ling Fu, nor would 
Kasim Chand tell him. But he would be searching for 
Ling Fu over here, while the H.A.T.E. and D.R.A.G.O.N, 
boys would be getting rid of Kasim Chand—and a few 
of us L.U.S.T. agents—at the same time. 

I read the letter a second time, carefully, commit- 
ting it to memory. I searched through other papers, 
realizing the grip that CCP-L had on the people and 
the government of India, There were names here that 
would raise eyebrows in New Delhi and in Washington. 
These Commies were burrowing deep. 

I replaced the papers as I had found them, and 
closing the safe door, twirled its dial. I did not want 
Rajpat Singh to realize how much I had learned about 
him and his political activities. I could understand now 
why he planned to take a high government post in the 
not-so-distant future. Pekin had probably promised he 
would be Premier when Red China took over its southern 
neighbor. 

I prowled here and there in the laboratory, examin- 
ing everything I saw. There were even weapon racks, 
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holding Russian automatic rifles and grenade launchers. 
Rajpat Singh was ready for any eventuality, it seemed. 

The thought touched my mind that I was the fly in 
the spiderweb, right about now. I had blatted out my 
brains to him, believing he was one of us, and a friend 
of Kasim Chand. He could pinch me any time he wanted. 

It would have to be an accident, of course, like a 
statue falling on me or a tiger chomping my flesh. He 
wanted to go on playing both ends against the middle. 
What puzzled me was, why was he also trying to kill his 
wife? 

I touched the wall switch. 

The light did not go out. I lifted my head. The trap 
door was open and a Luger automatic was aimed 
right at my face. 

A grinning Rajpat Singh was holding it. 
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Chapter SEVEN 


The Luger barrel waved at me. 

“Come on out, Miss Drum. Your tour of duty is all 
over.” The maharajah seemed to be quite happy about 

. “I guess the barriers are dawns between us, eh? No 
et to pretend, any more.” 

I mounted the little ladder. My pride was hurt. How 
in hell had he known I was down here in his labora- 
tory? I had made no sound. 

My face must have reflected my feelings, because he 
chuckled thickly. “The ring, my dear. It’s bugged.” 

I stared down at the fifteen diamond cone that stuck 
up like a jewel store on the fourth finger of my right 
hand. My heart sank all the way to my toenails. 

His laughter jabbed my pride. “No need to blame 
yourself. I’m just smarter than you are, is all. I did 
the correct thing in making you a present of a ring 
that cost fifteen thousand dollars, After all, you’d just 
saved my wife’s life. Why should you suspect anything?” 

I was standing beside the trap door. Rajpat Singh 
kicked it shut with a foot. I might have jumped him 
except that two members of his household guard in their 
scarlet uniforms were on either side of him. Each man 
had a Russian Nagant revolver trained on my belly- 
button, 
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“Now what?” I wondered. 

The maharajah tilted his head at me. “Aren’t you 
afraid?” 

“Certainly I’m afraid. I’m going to die. Nobody likes 
to die. I was just wondering—how.” 

His smile was cruel. “I have thought of a way. It will 
be reasonably swift, I believe. It all depends on you.” 

The Luger invited me to walk. I walked, with the 
two guards a little behind me and matching their strides 
to mine. Rajpat Singh followed us all, chuckling in 
amusement every once in a while. We moved out the 
front entranceway, where there was a car waiting. Not 
the Rolls Royce; that was used for gala affairs. This was 
a big black car, like a hearse, that might have been 
used for funerals. Mine, in particular. 

One of the guards drove. The other guard sat beside 
him. The maharajah sat beside me, the automatic aimed 
at my right breast. His eyes approved of the way the 
nylon jump suit showed my breasts. And all the rest of 
me. His eyes grew a little sad. 

“It is too bad, in a way, that you must die. A beauty 
like you—with your talents for ruttee, could go far in 
our country.” 

“Gee, thanks.” 

We drove maybe about fifteen miles through the vel- 
vet India night. The car pulled up in front of a small 
temple. They have temples all over India. This one was 
dedicated to Kali, the goddess of lust and cruelty, Rajpat 
Singh informed me. 

He nudged my left breast with the Luger barrel. I 
got out. The guards fell in beside me and I was marched 
toward the entrance gate. A priest with the yellow robe 
and mark of his calling on his forehead let us in. He 
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disappeared down a corridor as the maharajah ges- 
tured. 

One of the guards unbuckled my belt and dropped 
it on the stone floor. Then I went across the open court- 
yard, glancing up at the stars and a silver cusp of moon. 
I told myself I would jump one of the guards and yank 
his Nagant from his hand when it was least expected. 

We went into the sanctuary. 

There was a staircase here, too, that led into the 
garbha griba, a vast chamber hewn out of solid rock, 
that contained a balcony in stone where men and women 
could watch what took place on the sanded pavement 
below. This was an Indian colosseum, where sacrifices 
got tortured to death for the amusement of the maha- 
rajahs and their maharanees, in the name of the god- 
dess Kali. 

Rajpat Singh gestured at the guards. Each one whirled 
and grabbed an arm. They held me helpless while the 
rajah put his hands on my breasts and squeezed, His 
face grinned down into mine. 

“This is the last good feel you'll ever get, honey— 
so enjoy it.” 

I spat in his face. At the same time I jerked my right 
arm free of the hands that held it. The guard was so 
surprised at what I dared to do to his rajah that he 
was completely distracted. 

I whirled and rammed my fingers at the second 
guard’s throat. If I’d landed with that blow, he would 
have been out of the action. But the maharajah leaped 
forward, caught my arm and bent it up behind my 
back. Hard. So it hurt. 

“Strip her,’ he rasped. 

The guard fastened his hands in the nylon and tugged. 
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The material split right down the middle. My breasts 
flopped out and shook up and down as I tried to strug- 
gle against the grip on my right arm. The guard went 
on ripping the thin black stuff as more and more of 
the real Eve Drum came out into the open. 

My body was naked from the knees up, and pretty 


soon the tatters of my jump suit were being yanked 


- 


Be, J 
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from my legs by the two guards, with Rajpat Singh 
holding me more or less still. My thighs were spread 
wide apart since the guards were tugging in directions 
opposite to each other. They were staring at my most 

" private possession, but I couldn’t help that. This was 
no time to think about modesty. 

Then I was naked and with a growl the rajah pushed 
me from him. I angled my fall toward the nearer guard, 
figuring that if I could play up to his manhood, maybe 
I could get them to try out a little ruttee on me. Once 
they were doing that, my knowledge of karate and judo 

" might come in handy. 

They wanted no part of me. 

Each guard grabbed me and swung me over the stone- 
work railing. I screeched like a banshee on a hot tin 
roof, but that didn’t save me. I slid over the rail and 
went down into the arena. 

Luckily, there was some sort of statue right below 
me. I landed on its head, slipped along an arm, my 
hands scrabbling for holds and missing. I slid down 
the ebony arm, and another ten feet or so to the floor. 
I thumped hard onto the sand. 

I sat there on my behind with my legs stretched out, 
staring up at a black and gold statue with huge dia- 
monds for eyes and a red tongue that was a gigantic 
ruby, thrusting downward from its mouth, This was 


139 





the dark one, Kali. Twenty feet tall, with her legs bent 
in the yogi pose, the left leg bent inward, the right 
leg extended, she towered between two torches set in 
iron brackets on either side of her jeweled hips. 

Her eyes blazed with insane cruelty. Her left hand 
held the bleeding head of a decapitated man, her right 
a curving scimitar. A long necklace of human skulls 
(real ones) hung about her ebony throat and dangled 
past her bulging breasts, her belly, and just touched 
the lifelike genitals that showed between her parted thighs. 
A golden curtain behind her outlined in her ebony body, 
while a towering gold and diamond headpiece was at- 
tached to her head. 

She was the epitome of the blood-lust, of the sadistic 
streak that lives in many people, Kali appealed to the 
dark side of the human soul, and sought to rouse those 
nightmare tendencies against which most of us have 
fought since man first walked the Earth. 

Metal clanged. I could scarcely tear my eyes from 
those diamond orbs of Kali that seemed to gloat upon 
my helpless nakedness, but that eerie sound in this peril 
pit told me I might be in danger. I turned my head. 

I leaped. to my feet. 

A huge Bengal tiger stood in an opening topped by 
a metal grille. It was this grille, while lifting, that had 
made the metallic clangor. I stopped breathing. The 
tiger was the biggest beast of its kind I had ever seen. 
It must have been more than ten feet long, with a head 
on him like a small barrel. He was regarding me with 
baleful green eyes as saliva drooled from his massive 
jaws. 

He lowered his head and thunder rumbled from his 
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throat. The little hairs on the back of my neck stood 
out. The beast took two steps forward. 

“She is frightened to death,’ a voice chortled above 
me. 

“Look—she cannot move!” 

Damn right—on both counts! 

The tiger began trotting toward me, its huge pads 
kicking little sand puffs as it came. It didn’t run, I guess 
it was sure of its prey. There was nowhere to run in 
this arena except around it, and this tiger would have 
pounced on any runner in the world with two bounds 
from the middle of the arena. 

I found myself breathing again. I get into the damnd- 
est jams for Uncle Sam! So far, I’ve always managed 
to get out of them, but there has to be a first time. 

I bent down, running my palms across the sandy floor 
of the arena. I guess they keep the place covered with 
sand like this so it'll be easier to clean up the blood 
after the tiger has had his feast, and has been goaded 
back into its cave-cage. 

I filled my hands with sand, watching the beast come 
at me. I had an idea in mind, but my move had to 
be planned to the exact nano-second. Fortunately the 
tiger had not rushed me, and so had given me time 
to think. 

A dozen feet away, the tiger crouched. 

It was going to pounce. I turned on an ankle and 
leaped. I aimed my bare feet for the thighs of the big 
statue. I couldn’t hope to out-jump Old Stripey, but— 

The tiger rose upward in a graceful arc. No tiger in 
any zoo in the world is as handsome as a tiger in the 
wild. Its coat is striped black on mellow gold, its fur is 
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clean and long, it is so supple, so vitally alive, that you 
cannot help but admire it. 

I did my admiring—and hurled my two handfuls of 
sand right at its eyes. One of its paws hooked at my leg, 
unbalancing me and leaving red clawmarks on my calf, 
I grabbed for a statue arm. 

The tiger roared in agonized fury as the grains of 
sand hit its eyes. It slammed into the statue with a hard 
thump and fell away. For a moment it roared its anger 
before pawing at its eyes. I figured the sand was making 
its eyes water, so it wouldn’t be too easy to see me, 
right about now. " 

I held onto the arm and leaned sideways. 

My hand pawed at one of the long torches set into 
its iron holder. A voice yelled something up above me, 
where Rajpat Singh and his bullyboys were watching 
my death struggles. The tiger was roaring again, its 
head lifting so its watering eyes could search about to 
find me. 

I got one hand on the torch. It slipped off. 

I worked one naked leg over the ebony arm and 
used it the way a monkey uses his tail to cling to a 
branch. I leaned far out. The tiger crouched, gather- 
ing its legs for the spring. 

I got a hand around the torch. I slid it out, slowly. 
I had stopped breathing again. The torch came free 
just as the tiger made its leap. 

Claws out, it hurtled through the air. I guess the 
time for fooling around was over. It was going to get 
this rash human who had dared to sting its eyes, and 
make an end of her. When she was dead, he would eat 
her, 


142 








eS ae 


POT ir 


I swung the torch flush against its face. 
The tiger screamed and fell away. I screamed myself 


- because its claws had ripped across my legs as it drove 


its paws at me, I teetered on the abony arm of Kali, 
fighting against falling into the arena. I clung to that 
torch with all my strength. 

The tiger was bellowing its pain and rage just below 
me. The hair of its wide face was singed, I could smell 


its stink from my perch above it. And what the sand 
had not done, the flame had. With the backs of its 


forefeet, the animal rubbed its eyes. 

The beast was blind. At least, for the moment. 

The rajah yelled, “Shoot her!” 

I started climbing the huge’ statue, clinging to the 
necklace of skulls, pulling myself upward by means of a 
golden armband and hooking a hand about its neck. A 


- gun-barrel poked over the railing, down at me. 


I lifted the torch, I rammed its flame into the hand 
that held the gun. The man screamed as fire bit along 
his fingers. The fingers opened. The Russian Nagant 
fell. It hit the statue’s head and slid down between its 
breasts. I tried to stab it with a foot. 

I missed the gun, but managed to kick it sideways. It 
lodged in the skull necklace. I hurled the torch down 
at the tiger and reached for the gun. As the animal 
felt fire singe its furry back, it screamed again. 

My hand closed on the barrel of the Nagant. It was 
hot from the flames of the torch, but not so hot I 
couldn’t grit my teeth against it and bring it down so 
I could wrap the fingers of my right hand around its 
butt. 

I started climbing again, using my elbow instead of 
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the hand that held the gun to raise me high enough 
so I could grab one of the railing balusters and yank 
myself upward. I could hear the guard whose hand 
I'd singed, moaning. There was silence, everywhere else. 

I poked my head over the rail. 

A bullet chewed into the wood, showering me with 
splinters. I had seen the red flame of gunfire from the 
corners of my eyes, I put both feet on the headpiece 
of the goddess, raised myself suddenly, and snapped off 
a shot. The guard fired back; I think my unexpected 
jack-in-the-box appearance startled him just enough for 
his bullet to go wild. 

I steadied my elbow on the railing and shot him in the 
belly. He doubled up, shrieking, and dropped to his side. 
His body was convulsing as his knees drew up into his 
belly. 

I turned my attention to the other guard, the one 
with the burned hand. “Where's the boss? The Maha- 
rajah?” 

“Highness gone. No be back.” 

I slid a bare leg over the railing. I shoved the Na- 
gant barrel in his face. “You lie, I’ll shoot your block 
off.” 

He went pale, and shook his head. “No lie, no lie.” 

I motioned him ahead of me with the Nagant. On the 
way I picked up the other guard’s gun and held it in 
my left hand to balance my right, I made the living 
guard take off his jacket and give it to me. With the 
jacket, I took his ammunition belt. 

I must have made a strange sight with my long, pale 
white legs stark naked under the guard jacket, moving 
along the temple courtyard, but I couldn’t have cared 
less. The only one who might see me was the priest 
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who lived here. And even I felt reasonably certain he 


_ did not intend to show himself. 


There was no car, of course. Rajpat Singh had taken 
it. I made the guard accompany me while I stole an 
ox cart. It made for slow going, but it beat walking. 
I guess it took that cart the better part of three hours 
to go fifteen miles. 

By the time I was getting out of the vegetables it 


held, in front of the palace, it was close to ten o'clock 


ff 


in the morning. I belted the guard with the Nagant 
barrel and left him lying in the sunlight while I ran into 
the palace. 

_ It was oddly quiet, as if it had been abandoned. 

I walked on bare feet across the huge lobby and up 
the stairs. Still no sound, still no nothing. I got a 
firmer grip on the revolver and turned on the stair- 
Way, searching the empty archways and the open doors 


of the display wings. Then it hit me. The open doors! 


Not a one was locked. 

‘I ran for the forbidden room, sure of myself, now. 
Skidding through the doorway, I slid to a halt at sight 
of the raised trap door. I heard a moan. Only my toes 

“touched the carpeting as I stepped forward and bent 
over the upraised trap door. 

The laboratory blazed with light, 

Tt also throbbed to a low moan. I crouched, moving 
around the upright door until I could see a woman 
stretched out on the floor. There was a dagger stuck 
between her naked breasts, 

It was Devika, maharanee of Hyderjapore. 

My bare feet went down the ladder. I saw she had been 
_wearing lounge pyjamas, but that they now lay in tatters 
around her. She must have put up a good fight, her 
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face was bruised and swollen, her flesh scratched and 
bleeding. One of her arms was twisted at an odd angle 
as it if were broken. 

I went down on a knee beside her. I whispered, “De- 
vika?” 

Her eyes opened. They took time to focus on me. Then 
she moaned-again. Her mouth opened and closed. I 
bent my head closer. 

“Rajpat Singh—stabbed me,” her lips said. 

“But why you? Me, I can understand why he wanted 
to kill. But you!” 

Her lips trembled. I think she wanted to smile. She 
whispered, “He is the head of the CCP here in India, 
that takes its orders from Red China. I—I am the head 
of the other CCP. The Moscow branch.” 

I remembered there was murderous hate between 
these two factions. I gathered that neither Devika nor 
Rajpat Singh knew each other’s part in their Communist 
family fight. 

“I never knew about this place—down here. Until 
tonight... .” She paused and swallowed. “Saw you, 
creeping downstairs . . . followed. Hid when he came 
in. Saw him—take you out.” 

It got harder for her to speak. I bent and lifted 
her head in the crook of my left arm. It seemed to 
ease her slightly, because her voice grew stronger. When 
I offered to go fetch a doctor, she shook her head. 

“No—use. I’m dying. I never realized he knew who IT 
was, my connection with the CCP. He must have learned 
lately.” 

“Since he began his attempts to kill you?” 

She nodded. 

I said, “You came down here after he took me out? 
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You saw his laboratory, You realized for the first time 
that he was the head of your rival group. Then what? 
Did he find you here when he came back from the Kali 
temple?” 

She nodded weakly. 

“My own agents—had been searching for Ling Fu. 
They found him. One of them came here to tell me where 
he was. It was while I was talking to him in the room 
above this that Rajpat Singh came back. He drew his 
Luger and put a bullet in my man. He—didn’t kill him 
—just wounded him badly.” 

She had leaped to save her agent, to save her own 
life. She had no weapon, she could only use her hands 
and long fingernails. They were not enough. Rajpat 
Singh raked her face with the barrel of his Luger, again 
and again, pistol-whipping her savagely. 

His voice railed at her, telling her she was going to 
die. He was going to get Ling Fu for Red China. He 
was going to snatch him out of the hands of her Mos- 
cow-oriented operatives, and out of the hands of L.U.S.T. 
Eve Drum was dead or dying in the Kalu temple, 
maybe the tiger already had started to eat her. 

When she was bloody and only half conscious, her hus- 
band tore her lounging pyjamas and used the Luger 
against her breasts and belly until she screamed for 
mercy, crouching on her knees before him. She had no 
strength left, she could only scream and let her soft 
female flesh be battered and torn and bruised by this 
man who seemed like a stranger to her. 

When she was almost out on her feet, her husband 
snatched a dagger from the collection of erotica—its 
ivory handle was carved in the shape of a man and a 
woman twisted together in the soixante-neuf position 
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—and rammed its curving blade between her bleeding 
breasts, 

Then he shoved her through the open trap door, to 
fall onto the laboratory floor. His laughter was the 
last thing she heard until I bent above her. She looked 
up at me with pleading eyes. 

“You can stop him. Please! You must stop him. Mos- 
cow would rather you had the atomic motor than— 
Pekin. Ling Fu is hiding in a houseboat on a lake in 
Bihar, near Murshidabad. Go there. You will have time. 
My agent is conditioned to Pesta eOaUncs Take my car 
—the Alfa Romeo in the garage. And—' 

She looked at the ring on the finger of her left natal 
I could see now that her left arm was broken, that 
she could not move it. 

“Take the ring. My men know it. It will be your 
authority. And, Eve—when your assignment is finished 
—throw the ring in the ocean,” 

I nodded. “I promise, Devika.” 

“One more thing. This—this knife in me. Pull it out. 
Take it with you. Use it—to kill him.” 

I protested. “If I pull it out, you'll die.” 

“T'm going to die anyhow. Please! As a favor to me! 
Forgive me for having sent that thug to kill you. Those 
Kali thugs serve me, you see. I did it before I realized 
Rajpat Singh was my greater enemy. I—I know you're 
an enemy, but you’re an honorable one. Rajpat Singh 
is a beast. He deserves to die like one.” 

I put out a hand, then drew it back. 

She lifted her right arm, the one that had not been 
broken in her fall, and clamped her fingers about the 
ivory handle. She drew a deep breath, then yanked. The 
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blued steel blade and a gout of blood came out of her 
at the same time. 

She made a gurgling sound in her throat. 

I fumbled for her wrist through a blur of tears. 
There was no pulse. Then I reached for the khuttar 
with the ivory handle. I wiped it clean on what was 
left of her pyjamas. 

I went upstairs. I shucked out of the guards jacket 
and got my body into a mini-skirted shift with a black 
garterbelt and black nylons on under it, with high-heeled 
pumps. I stuck a few hairpins in my blonde tresses and 
dumped the knife and the two Russian Nagants into my 
biggest handbag. 

"I left my handbag on the table and threw two suit- 
cases on the bed to pack them, This was a mistake. 

As I was folding my Jean Patou dress the better to 
ease it into one of my Wing valises, I saw a shadow move 
on the counterpane. I never hesitated. I dropped the 
cocktail gown and went siine over the bag and the 
bed with one long leap. 

I landed in a heap on the floor and rolled. 

To my astonishment, it wasn’t Rajpat Singh standing 
there, but a thug. The twin brother of the guy with 
the rumal, who Rajpat Singh had told me had died 
under torture. 

“Hey,” I yelled. “It’s all over, the feud between us. 
Your boss is dead. The maharanee! She’s dead, I tell 
you.” 

Either the guy didn’t understand English, or he didn’t 
believe me. He edged his way around the corner of the 
bed and advanced toward me on naked feet. His strang- 
ling cord dangled from his fingers. 
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I gathered my feet beneath me. 

I dove for him. 

That was mistake number two, for this thug was an 
accomplished judo expert himself. He was probably a 
master killer, somebody with a long string of deaths be- 
hind him. The edge of his hand chopped into my neck 
and damn near broke it. 

I went down flat on the floor, the breath out of me. 

He dropped for my back, cord whipping for my 
throat. I doubled up and bounced him sideways. I scrab- 
bled across the floor and tried to get an armlock on 
him. He was a little too strong for me, because he 
bounced me off him by cuffing me across my belly, 

The rumal whipped for my throat. 

My foot kicked out at his white dhoti. It missed. 

Then he was slamming into me, driving the breath 
from my lungs. I hurt in every muscle, but I fought him 
with teeth and fingernails, clawing at his eyes and biting 
his wrist until he grunted and whacked me across the 
face. 

I took advantage of his momentary distraction to erupt 
under him, pitching him sideways. I rolled over to get 
away from a return blow and found myself half under 
the bed. Then I did a double-take at- what I saw there. 

I inched under the bed. 

The thug gave a triumphant shout and dropped to 
the floor. Under the bed, in the tight quarters there, 
his superior strength would have me, for sure. The 
only trouble with his theory was, I didn’t stay under 
the bed. I kept on going. 

And I took the thug pickaxe with me. 

I had just left it here against just such an emergency 
as I was now faced with, last time I had run into a Kali 
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killer, I was reasonably certain that the maharanee had 

~ sicced this new boy on me before I'd saved her life from 

_ the tigers; I didn’t want to think she was a complete 

ingrate. 

Probably she had forgotten about this newest threat 
to my life while she had been bleeding her own life out 
on the laboratory floor downstairs, or she would have 

_ warned me. All this went through my head like a flash 

as I ducked out from under the bed with the wooden 

handle in my hands. 

_ The thug was coming after me, fast. His head was 
out in the open, and in another moment the rest of him 
would be catapulting on top of me. I was on my knees. 

_ I waited no longer. 

t I swung the pickaxe. 

_ One pointed end went into his skull with the sound of 
_ a melon bursting. It pinned his head to the floor. His 
_ body flopped and twitched. Me, I felt sick. 

I staggered to the end of the bed and leaned over, 

fighting the nausea threatening my insides. I gagged and 

gasped, then realized I was alive and more or less healthy. 

_ I finished packing in about two minutes. 

| On rubbery legs I ran from the palace. 

The Alfa Romeo Mille Miglia was in the garage, all 
sleek and freshly polished. It looked like a racing car, 

it was a racing car, and its wire wheels gave it a 

jaunty, sporty look. I could imagine Devika hurtling 
along the dusty roads of Hyderjapore in this speed 

_ monster. 

I threw my bags onto the seat and climbed in. 

Ten minutes later I was doing a hundred and twenty 
miles an hour along the road to Murshidabad. The dust 
cloud was behind me, I had excellent visibility up front. 
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I felt the wind whipping my blonde locks, turning my 
cheeks red and healthy-looking. I was having the time 
of my life. 

No need to slow too much for curves, the steering 
mechanism on the Alfa Romeo goes from lock to lock 
on two turns of the wheel. It is a little beauty of a 
machine for racing. And I wanted to race. I didn’t 
know how far ahead of me Rajpat Singh was, or whether 
the CCP-R agent had talked under torture. 

It was nearing dusk when I braked to a stop near 
the edge of a little lake of skyblue water. In the distance 
I could see the Nawah’s palace. I climbed out, carrying 
my shoulder bag that was weighted down with two guns 
and bullets and the ivory-handled khuttar. 

I ran along the lakeside until I found an unoccupied 
shikara, an almost flat-bottomed lake-boat with a canopy 
over its middle, with upturned prow and bow. It looked 
a little like an oversized canoe. 

I pushed it into the water from the shore, and hopped 
in. Nobody was around. Besides, it was pretty dark by 
this time. I snatched up the Indian paddle and began to 
work it. The shikara slid along the lake surface with 
just a gurgle or two to announce its passing. 

I had no idea where the houseboat was that hid Ling 
Fu, but I had an idea how I might find it. As the shi- 
kara slid along, I could make out the riding lights of 
half a dozen houseboats scattered here and there on the 
lake waters. 

I paddled up to one and called softly, “Hari krishna, 
hari krishna.” 

Since Kasim Chand had been such a good friend to 
Ling Fu, the Chinaman must have known how hipped 
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on hippies the Indian was. It was just possibe he would 
recognize the hippie call if I sounded it. 

A voice said, ““Ey, there, ducks. What kind h’of talk 
h’is that?” 

English through and through. No good. I paddled on. 
I visited a boat where a Frenchman must have been 
entertaining his mistress, to judge by her cries of utter 
ecstasy. Sadly I turned away, trying to listen above the 
gurgling of the lake waters under the shikara stern. 

The third houseboat was a small one, completely dark. 
“Hari krishna, hari krishna,” I called. 

No answer. I lifted my paddle, then paused in mid- 
stroke as somebody said, “Hari hari, krishna krishna.” 

_I back-watered until the shikara mold-board bumped 
the houseboat. “Do you know Kasim Chand?” 

“Come in, please.” 

The voice was very cultured, speaking my tongue with 
_ a very definite Oxford accent. I stepped onto the house- 

boat, I gave the shikara a nudge and watched it float 
away. Then I turned toward the curtained doorway. 

I lifted the curtain and stepped into the dim lamp- 
light of a small, neatly tended room, and into the fra- 
grance of cooking pork. The smell reminded me I had 
npt eaten in a long time. 

A Chinaman stood facing me, a revolver in his hand. 

__ He was tall and rather handsome. He was not as old 
as I had expected. If he were Ling Fu, that is. His black 
eyes studied me for several moments. Then he smiled 
and nodded. 

“You could be Eve Drum. I must be sure.” 

“They call me Oh Oh Sex,” I grinned. 
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His smile broadened. “Very good, so far. Tell me 
about Kasim Chand.” 

I told him everything I knew. His smile went away, 
and he scowled. “They are devils, these Red Chinese and 
their agents. Poor Kasim! He was so happy to be going 
to America. He wanted so much to see these hippies of 
yours.” 

I told him how he had been betrayed by Rajpat Singh. 
I explained that I had learned the maharajah and his 
wife were members of rival Communist groups in India. 

“The rajah just killed his maharanee. She told me 
where I could find you. She even loaned me her car to 
get here. So you see—I’m really Eve Drum.” 

The black eyes were thoughtful. “Perhaps. Or perhaps 
you are one of the maharanee’s agents, some American 
tourist she hired to play the part.” 

I dropped the handbag. “Look, I’ve been through a lot. 
I’m beat. If we leave now I can drive you to Calcutta 
before Rajpat Singh and his men arrive. You'll be 
home free, and on a plane bound for the United States 
mainland in two days. How does that hit you?” 

“It would hit me fine—if I could be sure.” 

I had to find a way to convince him. Fast, 

Or neither of us might live to see the dawn. 
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Chapter EIGHT 


I stepped backward and dropped into a cane chair. 
I crossed my legs and my mini-skirted shift slid back 
to reveal my legs up to the middle of my thighs. Ling 
Fu stared, his eyes all but bulging out of their sockets. 

I had my man tabbed. He lived alone, he had been 
living this womanless existence for a long time. I doubt 
if he had even seen a woman since he had holed up 
in this deodar cabin cruiser of his. He ought to be real 
ripe. 

I smiled at. him, swinging a leg. 

“You say you’ve heard of Eve Drum,” I prompted. 
“What have you heard? Where did you hear it?” 

“You were in Hong Kong some time back. You vis- 
ited a man named Tz’u Hsi, in his summer gardens. I 
—ah—heard all about it.” 

“And about how I killed him? And about the little 
girl who guarded the gate to his love-in lodging? I think 
her name was K’u-hsien.” 

He nodded eagerly. He wanted me to ve Eve Drum, 
all right. Little old Oh Oh Sex herself. His eyes crawled 
along my ripe underthigh where the flesh hangs so sen- 
sually when a girl has crossed her legs. I felt a tingle 
myself, the way he looked. 
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“How long has it been since you carried fire over 
the mountain for a woman?” I asked softly. “How long 
since you engaged in the mutual delights of the wind 
and moon game with a moaning girl?” 

“Too long,” he panted. 

“Come closer.” 

I lifted a foot, placed it upon the protuberance that 
showed against his silken trousers. I rubbed my shoe 
against it, smiling up at him as he began to shake. I lifted 
my other foot and caught hold of him, gently moving 
both shoes. , 

“J don’t believe you’re a man,” I muttered. 

His eyes widened in surprise. “Not a man? How can 
you say that? I am more of a man than anyone you’ve 
ever known!” 

I squeezed with my shoes. “That’s what you say.” 

“Tl show you,” he choked. 

His hand went to his silken trousers, loosing them, 
shoving them down. His loins came into view as the trou- 
sers fell, He was quite a man, at that. Naked from his 
navel downward, he pushed himself before my eyes. 

“Am’i to Fo! By the holy Buddha himself! Tell me 
now I am not a man!” 

I shrugged. “I suppose you had your wife believing 
in your manhood. Me, I’m somebody else. I’m a p’o-kua, 
a fully ripened melon ready to eat and to enjoy. I am 
a ling ai, a beautiful woman who can command the 
adoration of her lovers.” 

Anger and bewilderment warred on his features. For 
a moment I thought he might leap upon me, even rape 
me. He poised there, on the balls of his feet, his man- 
hood like a gigantic club with which he hoped to beat 
me into submission. 
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I yawned and stretched, as if completely disinterested 
in his keui-t’ou. I murmured, “Really, I’m awfully hun- 
gry- Don’t you have anything to eat?” 

I reached forward and patted him gently. “Something 
with a little more bulk to it, honey—like roast pork and 
almonds.” 

He cursed me up and down in mandarin Chinese. 
When he paused for breath, I said sweetly, “We really 
ought to get going, you know. I didn’t come here for 
a raree show, I came to get you to safety.” 

“You’re not Miss Drum,” he howled. 

He tried to leap for the ‘revolver he had placed on 
the table when he undid his trousers. He forgot those 
same trousers were twisted about his ankles. He fell flat 
on his face. 

I stepped over him and grabbed the gun. 

He turned and stared upward. I was straddling his 
face with my legs. He could look up between my naked 
thighs above my Cantrece stockings and see for himself 
that I was all woman. He was seeing up the funnel of 
my inner thighs straight to my golden glory, together 
with my white thighflesh and lace garters, 

“Ho ts‘ai!” he bellowed in admiration. 

I giggled, “Why, thank you, Ling. Now come on, let’s 
be friends. Let’s get the hell out of here.” 

He shook his head stubbornly, but he let me tug him 
to his feet. “I do not go until I have tested you, Miss 
Drum. You must show yourself to be a p’o-tzu chuan 
—a woman maddened by love. If you are the real Miss 
Drum, this will become evident when we play the wind 
and moon game.” 

“Got it all figured out, have you?” 

I stared at his kwei-t’ou. For a Chinese, he was quite 
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large. He began to interest me, despite myself. My con- 
science I reassured by telling myself he would not come 
with me unless I convinced him. So it was my patriotic 
duty to convince him. This is what happens to a girl 
when she gets a reputation for bravery in the line of 
duty. 

I played he was a trombone for a moment with my 
fingertips, nodding. “All right, honey. The wind and 
moon game it is. But you’re going to have to feed me, 
first.” 

Instantly he was all smiles and oriental politeness. He 
bowed from the waist, dignified despite his lack of attire. 
“I am about to sup. Please be my guest.” 

He gestured me to a chair, then removed his trousers 
completely. He paused, looking at me with strangely 
youthful eyes, then whipped off his black silk jacket. 
Naked, he seemed even more youthful. His body was 
almost hairless, his skin tones were a dull gold. He 
looked like one of the youths whom dissolute rich Chinese 
hired for their orgiastic suppers. 

I sat where he indicated; he brought a plate and cup, 
a spoon and fork. I asked, “What about you?” 

“You shall be my feast, Miss Drum,” he murmured. 

Well, now. The boy showed promise. He also made a 
very attentive waiter, though I must admit he kept 
brushing his pride and joy against my back or along 
his arm or just stood there in plain view a little too 
boldly for my taste as I gobbled up his snail soup and 
feasted on roast pork cooked with almonds, with a side 
dish of Mandarin salad for piquancy of taste. I finished 
off the’meal with a helping of honeyed almond cakes plus 
strong Canton tea. 

He swept the table clean of dishes, then spread a 
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black velvet cover on it. He indicated the table to me. 
I got the idea. I was to be his feast, his hors d’oeuvres, 
his entree, his dessert, all at the same time. 

I slipped out of the mini-shift dress, parading around 
a little like a stripper. I even hummed a song or two. 

’ My fingers fiddled with the bra snaps, I lowered the 
cups to show him my milky whites with the blue veins and 
the big brown nipples. I let the brassiere drop. 

I left the stockings and the garterbelt on as I planted 
my plump rump on the black velvet and lay back. Ling 
Fu perched himself in the chair, right before me. His 
hands caught my ankles and pushed my shoes back and 
sideways until the heels caught on the edge of the table. 

I lay spreadeagled before his bulging eyes. 

Ling Fu licked his lips in anticipation. 

Then he was licking something else, slowly and with 
gentle swipes of his tongue. I let out a yelp. The Chinese 
are very patient people. They never rush through a 
meal. Ling Fu was determined to enjoy this one. It had 
been a long time since he had sat before such a repast. 

The Chinese term this particular show of affection as 
‘carrying fire over the mountain.’ His lips and tongue 
were building a fire in me, all right. It blazed hotter 
and hotter, until I was the p’o-tzu chuan he wanted. I 
squirmed, I screamed, my buttocks bounced like twin 
yo-yos. ; 

“Come on, come on,” I yelled, closing and opening 
my thighs. “Start the wind and moon game. I’m dying.” 

I could not rush him, he had to sample the strength 
of my rigid joy-fellow, that part of the anatomy for 
which there are a multitude of names. The English cli- 
toris becomes the myrton—myrtleberry—in Greek, and 
the virga—twig—in Latin. Dulcedo amoris—sweetness of 
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love—was the name given this organ by Realdus Co- 
lumbus, who claimed the honor of its discovery in the 
year 1593, about the same time his more famous name- 
sake, Christoforo, was discovering America. Me, I’ve 
always felt Realdus had more fun out of his explora- 
tions. 4“ 

Don’t be confused. The clitoris didn’t come into ex- 
istence in the latter part of the sixteenth century, Re- 
aldus Columbus just came out and talked about some- 
thing fun-loving boys and girls have known since they 
first dropped out of the trees. 

When I was flopping around the table like a gaffed — 
fish, Ling Fu rose to his feet and rammed forward. 
He took me in the position known as ‘making candles 
by dipping the wick into tallow.’ I have always admired 
the Chinese for the delicacy of their phraseology. They 
make everything into a song. Or, at least, they used to. 

So he made candles for about thirty minutes before 
he got rid of his tiu, right along with me, panting 
and puffing and shuddering in the ecstasy called yin 
chu yang. I was shaking uncontrollably. I did not care 
whether Rajpat Singh came strolling onto this house- 
boat with a hundred of his CCP-L fellows. I was in ab- 
solute heaven, 

I thought Ling Fu was finished. 

The more fool, me. He had just begun. 

“Quickly, now,” he cried, sitting back in the cane chair 
and pushing it away from the table. “We shall now play 
the game of fu yin chin yang, which is lowering the 
house of pleasure to the ambassador, and is played in 
this manner.” 

He reached out and caught my stockinged calves, run- 
ning his palms up their smoothness and under my knees, 
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drawing me forward off the table so that my shoes 
might touch the floor and my naked thighs, across which he 
ran his palms across in a caressing gesture, were wide 
apart and straddling his own thighs, which he pressed 
together. 

His hands slid up to my hips. The breath hissed in 
his throat as he stroked and explored my buttocks. 
“You are the k’u-hsien niang, the mistress of the love 
grotto!” he panted. “Truly you are this Oh Oh Se—” 

He broke off, biting on his tongue. I frankly admit I 
wanted his kuei-t’ou to grow a little more familiar with 
my flower heart, but I felt that when something like our 
lives were at stake, we really ought to make tracks out 
of here. The maharajah of Hyderjapore was somewhere 
outside in the darkness, maybe even approaching the 
houseboat right at this moment. 

So I said, “Now you know who I am—” 

His turtle-head interrupted me, nuzzling around in 
my hua-hsin. I gasped, I lowered the pleasure house. I 
-invited the ambassador to make a thorough search of 
all its rooms. I bounced this way and that. I have strong 
legs, I took Ling Fu on a tour that had him sweating 
and sobbing in delight in no time at all. 

“Dearest one, my cloud is ready to burst!” he howled. 
“Hsin-kan—go easy! Do not hurry me through your 
house of love, slow down!” 

I slowed to a crawl. I let him enjoy the humidity 
of my love-house, and permitted him to sample the grip- 
ping power of its red walls. We plucked the petals of 
the love lily until the gathering storm began to explode 
all around us. 

“Wo yai tiu la!” he screamed. 

I felt my own cloud bursting and showering its rain. 
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My teeth were sunk in my lower lip, my hands were dig- 
ging their fingernails into his shoulders, my hips were 
performing the butterfly dance all over the place. Then 
I leaned forward and rested my head on his neck. 
He let me rest about three seconds. 

“Do not let the sands of sleep dim your eyes, my 
sweet one,” he whispered into my ear. “We have not 
tried pushing the skiff up the stream yet, nor the lost 
bird finding its way home.” 

“Yeah, hey,” I groaned. 

I have studied the bedroom techniques of many nations, 
as a sort of hobby. Usually, I am the one who initiates 
and inspires a desire for such knowledge in the men 
friends I am assigned to cover or eradicate in the 
various corners of the world. I had been kow-towing 
to Ling Fu because I wanted him to understand I was 
Eve Drum, and get him to beat feet away from his hide- 
away houseboat. 

But now I sat up on him and scowled. “Look, you! 
There are a bunch of man-hunting Commies out there 
in the darktime, looking for you. If they find you, it’s 
curtains. Don’t you want to live?” 

His grin was diabolical. “Yes, yes, you sweet poppy 
out of the celestial heavens! I have found I possess a 
great will to love. I mean—live. But loving is a part of 
living and right now—” 

His yang was wanting a lot more than my yin. I 
sighed in resignation. “Okay, already. But this is on your 
head. I’ve given you a warning, I’m telling you what 
may happen unless we clear out of here fast.” 

“Let us attempt ‘the peddlar crying his wares’ game.” 

“Sure, whatever you want, honey.” 

I got off him, I picked up a couple of pillows and 
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propped them on the tabletop. I lay down on my front 
and held my stockinged legs out behind me. Ling Fu 
had risen to his feet, watching me. 

“You know this game?” he excplaimed in surprise. 

“T know ’em all,” I told him. “Why do you think they 
nicknamed me ‘Oh Oh Sex’? I’ve read the same books 
you have, in English translations. So what’s this one 
but the wheelbarrow position, except that I’m not walk- 
ing on my hands?” 

“T've never tried that,’ Ling Fu muttered thought- 
fully. 

I put my palms on the floor. Ling Fu lifted my legs 
and stepped between them, all the way. I grunted, and 
started walking on my hands while he held my legs 
under his arms. After a moment of this he began to 
wheeze: 

“Ho-t’sai! Ho-t’sai! 1 like it, I like it!” 

A girl needs strong arms for this sort of thing. I 
walked three times around the room with Ling Fu pac- 
ing right along with me. I was getting a little tired when 
My pussycat pushcart peddlar cried out thickly, grab- 
bing my hips with both hands and yanking me back to 
him. 

We shook and quivered together for minutes. 

Then something bumped the boat. 

I kicked free of Ling Fu, almost knocking him flat with 
my legs. It might be the shikara I had stolen, drifting 
back to scare me. It might also be Rajpat Singh and 
his household guards. 

I got my knees on the bamboo carpet and hurled my- 
self straight for my shoulder bag. I grabbed one of the 
~ Russian Nagants, and slipped the strap up over my left 
arm. I kicked off my shoes. 
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I crawled to the little oil lamp that cast shadows here 
and there across the room. I doused it. Ling Fu was 
breathing softly somewhere behind me. 

In silence, we lay and listened. 

There was nothing, at first. Then I heard a football 
and the houseboat swayed as somebody stepped on board. 
I got to my stockinged feet and ran for the door. A 
man was standing there with an automatic rifle in his 
hands. He wore the uniform of the Hyderjapore house- 
hold guards. 

I shot him in the belly. 

He doubled up and flopped sideways into the water. 
His Russian-made automatic rifle went clattering across 
the deck. I dove for it just as a brace of bullets chipped 
splinters from the deck. 

My hands grabbed the Russian AK-47, swung it around. 

There was a shikara on the port side of the house- 
boat, and another on its starboard side. And household 
guards were jumping for the deck where I was stand- 
ing, their guns lifted to fire. 

I hit the trigger. I did not know this Russian-made 
assault rifle too well; I have dismantled and fired both 
the American M14 and M16 rifles, however, so I as- 
sumed the AK-47 worked in much the same way, 

I put a spray of bullets across the port side, then 
swung to the other. I hit the trigger again. I zapped 
a dozen of the boys in the red guards jackets. They 
flopped overside, or flat on the deck. 

I did not see Rajpat Singh. Apparently he was no- 
where about. But I didn’t spend too much time worrying 
about the maharajah. I was sweating enough about his 
payroll powder-burners. 

I dropped flat on the deck. I fired a burst. 
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I got up and ran a few feet, and fired again. I think 
maybe my naked body had something to do with the 
fact that I hadn’t been riddled with shells. It must have 
been a little unnerving to the maharajah’s mercenaries 
to find themselves staring at a lush, quivering breast 
over their sights, or maybe even something a little more 
intimate. 

My AK-47 rifle never gave them a second look. It 
just up and spit hot lead at them. 

For some reason, I always seem to do my best fighting 
without any clothes on, in bed or out. Maybe it’s a good 
luck thing for me. Anyhow, I was alive and unscratched, 
and more than a dozen of the enemy were hors de 
combat, as the French Foreign Legion might say. 

I inched forward on my belly. I sent a burst into 
the shikara on my right, in among a group of dark 
figures preparing to board the houseboat. Screams and 
yells paid tribute to my marksmanship. I heard water 
splash as a couple of dead bodies went overboard. 

I was raising the sub-machine-gun to zap the other 
shikara when I heard the voice. I knew it at once. 

“Miss Drum, this is Rajpat Singh.” 

The man was inside the cabin, but so was Ling Fu. 
I put down the gun I’d lifted to blast away at the shi- 
kara. I fumbled in my shoulder bag and closed my hand 
around a Nagant. Its butt felt solid and reassuring in 
my hand. 

“I am in the cabin, Miss Drum. Ling Fu is here 
with me. I have a revolver pressed into the back of his 
neck.” 

I grunted in disgust. It looked like checkmate, but I 
kept my lips buttoned and my eyes on the starboard-side 
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shikara, The men in it were stepping up onto the house- 
boat deck, 

I figured I could deal with Rajpat Singh when I had 
to, I was pretty damn sure he would not dare kill Ling 
Fu. Pekin wanted his atomic motor too much to put it 
forever out of their reach. No, the maharajah would 
not kill the Chinese scientist, unless maybe to save his 
own life. 

I hit the automatic rifle. 

A hail of lead swept the starboard deck. I could hear 
Rajpat Singh screaming at me, telling me he would kill 
Ling Fu unless I stopped and desisted at once. Me, ’m 
no dove, I’m a hawk where my job is concerned. Hit 
’em again, harder, harder, is my own personal motto. 
Let the bastards live up to their bluffs, if they dared. 

I zapped the hell out of the household guards, until 
the magazine of my AK-47 was empty. Then I used the 
Nagant to pick off a couple. When I was done, the Indian 
night settled around us with a quiet that hurt the ear- 
drums. 

“You were saying, Rajjy old boy?” 

He was practically weeping in frustration. “If you do 
not throw down your weapons at once, I'll shoot Ling 
Fu through the head. I mean it. I swear by Kali, I 
will kill him.” 

“What about your bosses in Red China, your high- 
ness? They want Ling Fu alive, don’t they? His life is 
more important than yours, you cock-eyed four-flusher! 
They'll flay your skin off if you kill him.” 

There was a little silence. 

Inside the cabin, something crashed. I heard a step. 
Rajpat Singh pushed a hand through the cabin door and 
fired point blank at little old naked me. 
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Chapter NINE 


I guess Rajpat Singh figured I was stupid. 

He expected me to be lying there, waiting for his 
bullet. But when I heard something crash—I figured 
he’d pistol-whipped Ling Fu with the Luger barrel, the 
way he’d done to his wife—I started rolling over and 
over. 

By the time his gun slid out the cabin door, I was 
rolling over the deckhold of the houseboat. I hit the 
water with a splash and sank. The last thing I saw be- 

fore my head went underwater was red flame spitting 
from the automatic’s muzzle. 

I slipped down into utter blackness. The weight of my 
shoulder bag dragged me under a few feet before I 
started kicking my legs and swimming upward to the 
surface. I broke water under the upslope of the house- 
boat stern, I fingered it until I found a carving to hang 
the shoulder bag strap on. 

I reached into the bag and closed my hand about the 
ivory handle of the knife with which Rajpat Singh had 
killed Devika. I drew it out and shoved the Nagant 
back inside. I put the blade between my teeth. 

I made no sound as I slipped through the water, my 
hands clinging to the deck rim, pushing myself along. 
Once I risked lifting my head to send a quick glance 
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up and down the deck. Rajpat Singh was still inside the 
cabin. I guess he was just as cautious as I was. Well, 
I could be as patient as anybody, where the safety of 
my girl-girl skin was concerned. 

I moved until I commanded a view of the cabin, where 
I could look without being seen. I let the water support 
my weight, hanging on by my hands. One of us would 
tire of the wait, in a little while. 

The maharajah tired first. I guess he was thinking 
that his bullet had hit me and that I'd fallen off into 
the lake. He put his head out, then an arm, then his 
whole body. I wished I had a dry gun in my hand, I 
could have picked him off real easily. 

When his head started to turn in my direction, I 
slipped down into the water. The sides of the houseboat 
sloped outward, forming a shelf under which I could 
hide. I floated, holding my breath, with a hand to main- 
tain my position on the side of the boat. 

Rajpat Singh walked along the foredeck. He turned 
and moved along the starboard deck, under which I 
was hiding. He moved on. I raised myself upward slowly. 
His back was turned to me, but his Luger was still 
gripped in a hand, I dared not climb up on the deck 
and leap at him. I had to bring him to me. 

He was walking toward the stern. My eyes darted 
across the deck, and settled on a wooden belaying-pin 
that had been knocked from a rack fastened alongside 
the cabin wall by a burst of gunfire from the house- 
hold guards. 

I hefted myself up and reached for it. My fingers 
closed around it, then I slipped back into the water, 
Rajpat Singh had reached the stern, now. He stood at 
its edge and leaned over. 
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With a prayer on my lips, I hurled the belaying-pin. 

It hit him on the back of the ankle, across the Achilles 
tendon. He yelled, heaved his arms in the air, and 
teetered, trying to maintain his balance. If he had not 
been on the edge of the stern, he might have made it. 
But a blow across the Achilles tendon hurts like hell. 
His muscles were momentarily paralyzed. He started to 
fall forward. I heard the splash as I sank under the 
water. . 

I swam through blackness for about ten feet. I sur- 
faced to listen. Rajpat Singh was floundering around, 
splashing like a seal at play, and cursing a blue streak. 
I drew a breath, took the knife out of my mouth, and 
dove. 

I swam until I saw the darker outline of his body, 
right ahead of me. My fingers tightened on the man- 
and-woman-handle of the knife. I held my knife straight 
out and surged forward. 

The point was aimed at the belly. Unfortunately, the 
rajah got a leg up—unintentionally, because he did not 
see me, he was merely trying to get back to the boat— 
so he took the knife in his upper thigh. He tried to 
scream—I could hear its faint sound in the water—and 
the hand with the gun came down close to my head. 

I heard a click. 

The Luger would not fire underwater. I felt a little 
better about things, as I swept to the surface. My head 
broke water five feet from the frightened features of 
the maharajah. 

“You!” he screeched. 

I held up the knife so he could see it. “Recognize this, 
your highness? Your wife pulled it out with her hand, 
so I could take it with me and ram it into you.” 
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I slid underwater, not waiting for a reply. I was in 
no hurry to reach him and end it. I wanted the bastard 
to suffer. Figuring he would make for the boat, I swam 
that way and got between him and the stern. 

I slid the knife across his belly. Not hard, just enough 
to open up the skin so he could bleed. His head was in 
the air, and this time I heard him scream. His blood 
made a dark cloud about his threshing body. His strug- 
gles almost tore the khuttar from my fingers so I had 
to tighten my fingers on the shaft and-turn the blade. 

He died like that, screaming out his life on the same 
cold steel he had used to kill his wife. I clung to his 
struggling body with a hand, driving the knifeblade 
deeper and deeper into his flesh. I had no mercy, this 
man would have turned Ling Fu over to the Red Chi- 
nese for torture and a shameful death. 

After a while, the convulsions stopped and his body 
began to sink. I kicked free, letting the knife go with 
the dead flesh that held it. I swam to the houseboat, 
climbed on board. 

There was no sound in the cabin, and my heart froze. 

I pushed aside the curtain and stared in at the twisted, 
inert form of Ling Fu. He had fallen across the over- 
turned cane chair in which I had sat while he boasted 
of his manhood. His body was riddled by at least a 
score of bullets, probably from one of the AK-47s in 
the hand of a household guardsman as he sprayed a pat- 
tern through the cabin when he fell from the bullets 
of my own weapon. 

I went down on a knee, I felt for his pulse. There was 
none. I am familiar enough with death to know a 
dead man when I see one, but I had to make sure. No 
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heartbeat, no showing of breath on my Modado wrist- 
- watch crystal I held before his lips. 

I got dressed fast. I didn’t want to be here when 
the authorities came searching the houseboat and dis- 
covered what it contained. I slid my mini-shift dress 
over my head, and my feet into shoes. The hell with 
my underwear. 

I snatched up my shoulder bag and ran. 

Tears were blurring my eyes as I stepped into the 
shikara and reached for the pole. Poor Ling Fu! His 
brain had been a gift of his gods, but his body—with 
its humanity and flesh needs—had betrayed him at the 
last. There would be no small atomic motor, either for 
Uncle Sam or Pekin. 

I was doing a full-scale blubber when I stepped on land. 

I am, essentially, a very tender-hearted chick. 


171 














42-671 


43-706 


43-707 


46-718 


42-719 


44-720 


44-721 


42-732 


46-733 





NEW TOWER BOOKS 
OF EXCEPTIONAL INTEREST 


THERE OUGHTA BE A LAW—Harry Shorten 
Over a hundred cartoons about your friends and 
neighbors. Shorten’s famous cartoons never before 
in book form. 


WHO, ME FLY?—Robert Scharff 
Yes, you fly! Do-it-yourself flying is “in.” Here’s 
what it takes to learn how to fly; what it costs; and 
how you can broaden your pleasure horizons after 
you have your private pilot license. 


SEXUAL GRATIFICATION IN MARRIAGE 

—Jeffrey Williams 
A famed author’s bold discussion of the most 
intimate problems of marriage—and how to solve 
them. 


BRAND OF HATE—Frank Castle 
Branded on the chest like a Texas steer, he rode a 
thousand miles to seek his revenge. 


OUTPOST OF ETERNITY—Helen Arvonen 
A suspenseful tale of suspicion, hatred and death, 


BLOOD IN THE SKY—Dan Brennan 
Mission after mission the bombers flew out over 
Germany, resigned to kill or be killed. 


DAUGHTER, OH MY DAUGHTER! 
—Mildred Mesurac Jeffrey 
She was only a high school student, but . . . 


BITTER LEGACY—Ruth Macleod 

She was warned not to take the tutoring job at the 
secluded estate, but she did, and now it was too 
late— 


THE OATH—Riley Ryan 
He swore a terrible vengeance on the man who had 
ravaged his wife. 





50¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 


45¢ 


50¢ 


75¢ 


60¢ 


50¢ 


45¢ 








43-734 


43-735 


44-746 


43-147 


43-748 


43-749 


42-760 


43-761 


43-162 


43-763 


46-764 


THE PSYCHO—Phillips Moore 
By far the most frightening book of this or any other 
year. 


OPERATION: SKY DROP—Dan Brennan 

They flew by night and parachuted behind enemy 
lines on some of the most dangerous missions of 
World War II. 


IF THIS BE SEXUAL HERESY—Dr. Albert Ellis 
The book that crumbles the old walls of puritan and 
Victorian sexual morality. 


JACQUEMINOT—Kathleen Rich 

Gaby’s first night in the gloomy old house convinced 
her that it was no normal house, but a place of 
twisted evil—a place where a beautiful red rose was 
a symbol of death. 


CATHY’S WAY—Dan Brennan 
James Cain shocked the world with “The Postman 


Always Rings Twice” . . . John O’Hara with “But- 
terfield 8” . . . And now Dan Brennan does it in 
“CATHY'S WAY.” 


THE CAPTIVE—John Turner 
A bizarre story of sexual abduction. 


FLEUR MACABRE—lIsabel Stewart Way 
Death stalked her every night in the crumbling old 
mansion on the top of the hill. 


CHILD OF COMMUNISM—Ede Pfeiffer 

The brutal and sometimes terrifying story of the 
communist take-over of Hungary and the popular 
Tevolution against it. 


BEYOND BELIEF—Stefan Elg 
20 case histories of the supernatural, each authenti- 
cated by scientific investigation. 


CODE NAME: RUBBLE—Paul Thomas 

The game: Espionage. The assignment: A nearly im- 
possible one for a most improbable spy. By the 
author of The Defector. 


GUNS UP—Ernest Haycox 
Guns blazed in the bloodiest feud ever to split the 
West into two seething camps. 


60¢ 


75¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 


50¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 


45¢ 








44-775 


43-776 


46-777 


42-778 


43-779 


42-790 


46-791 


42-792 


43-793 


43-804 


43-815 





THE BIRD’S NEST—Shirley Jackson 

A fascinating and terrifying tale of a woman with 
four distinctly separate personalities—based on an 
actual and famous psychiatric case history. 


THE MIND CAGE—4A. E. Van Vogt 

By far the most wildly imaginative tale ever penned 
by the acknowledged king of the science fiction 
writers, 


WIPE OUT THE BRIERLYS—Ernest Haycox 
King Merrick’s assignment was to kill! and kill! and 
kill! A Tower Western Classic. 


MURDER LAS VEGAS STYLE—W. T. Ballard 
Mark Foran, newest of the private ops—out-Harpers 


Harper, 


A RAGE WITHIN—March Hastings 
Three men made her three different women! 


THE LUCIFER MASK—Kathleen. Rich 

Death lay waiting for her like a crouching beast un- 
less she could uncover the wearer of The Lucifer 
Mask. 


GUNS OF FURY—Ernest Haycox 
He detested violence, but every punk gunman forced 
him to prove the speed of his gun. 


WHY ARE THEY WATCHING US? 

—Allen Louis Erskine 
Sufficient evidence is available to prove that UFO's 
are not only real but might have a greater effect on 
our lives than anything man has yet experienced. 
Here is the result of 15 years of intensive investiga- 
tion. 


A TIME OF TORMENT—Jason Hytes 
An explosive novel of modern infidelity on the grand 
scale, by the author of “The Awakening.” 


THE LADY FROM L.US.T.—Rod Gray 
The world's sexiest spy: When this lady tracks you 
down, it’s a pleasure to be caught. 


ONE WAY TICKET—Jason Hytes 
The author of “The Awakening,” whose name has 
sold over five million books, turns his scathing pen 
upon society's sexual disintegration. 


15¢ 


60¢ 


45¢ 


50¢ 


60¢ 


50¢ 


45¢ 


50¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 





43-860 





43-863 





43-865 





45-876 


43-877 


43-878 


GROTESQUE SEX CRIMES—William Ruben 
Documented case histories of the sexually obsessed 
Psychopath. 


LAY ME ODDS—Rod Gray 
The further misadventures of operative OH-OH- 


SEX, the world’s sexiest spy who is paid to sleep on 
the job. 


THE COUCH—D. Royal 

The psychiatrist’s couch exposes the devils in the 
flesh, the sexual urges—and torments—in the female 
psyche. 


MISTRESS OF THE SHADOWS—Ruth MacLeod 
Helpless and alone, Lana faced the chilling terror 
which threatened her life... . and the man she 
loved, 


YOUR SINS AND MINE—George Parksmith 
A carousel of lovers whose passions were too fierce, 
too free—too destructive. 


WINGED VICTORY—Dan Brennan ~ 
They were a team that had learned to kill without 
fear, to destroy with precision and nerve! 


THE VIOLENT MEN—John S. Daniels 
Kralick swore to find and kill the man who had 
raped his sister. 


FLESHPOTS OF ANTIQUITY—Henry Frichet 
This is no dry-as-dust history but the joyous story of 
men and women who lived and loved when the 
world was young, and sex wasn’t just a dark corner 
of life, It was life! 


SEX IS BIG BUSINESS—John Austin 
Just tell them what you want and the pleasure mer- 
chants will deliver the goods, For a price. 


THE PRESIDENT’S RIGHT HAND 

—Dan Brennan 
If ever a man didn’t belong in the White House it 
was Senator Malcolm M. Molander. And everybody 
said he was going to be the new Vice President. 


60¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 


75¢ 


60¢ 


95¢ 


60¢ 


60¢ 








43-879 RITA—Jason Hytes 60¢ 
She had one function—just one! 


Please allow 3 weeks for filling orders. 
eee ee eee ee ee eee 


Tower Publications, Inc., 185 Madison Ave. 
New York, N.Y. 10016 


r 

1 

1 

1 

] Please send me the books circled above. 

1 Amount enclosed §. (Please add 10¢ per book for han- 
I dling and postage) 

: ORDER BY BOOK # ONLY 
I CIRCLE THE NUMBER OF BOOKS WANTED 
I 

! 

1 

I 

I 

I 

I 

! 

I 





In the event we are out of stock of any of your 
* choices, please underline the alternative numbers. * 


Address .. 
alive ss ace inks al ae 
Se 


nd check, cash, or money order—NO STAMPS PLEASE. ; 

| CANADA ONLY—add 10¢ for every Canadian dollar order. 1 

| Tower Books distributed and available in British Isles at 5/- 1 

j cach including postage and packing from: BEN'S BOOKS , 
I COVERED MARKET, 24B Crown Street, Acton W3, London, 

England. ! 








CAST OF 


yo): 9-0 :9-\ oy 0 0): eee 


Eve “Drum: known to the whole world as 
The Lady From L.U.S.T. As always, Eve's favorite weapon is 
her fabulous body. And she uses it without mercy. 


Ling CFU: the wily Chinese scientist who dis- 
covered how to make an H-Bomb small enough to carry around 
in an airline bag. Very much in demand. 


Kasim Cham: this sexy indian had the 
formula for the nuclear surprise package tattooed on his 
chest. Eve found it easy to get him to undress. 


‘Rajpat Singh: Murderous Maharajah who 
tried to put The Lady From L.U.S.T. in a tiger's tank. He 
ended up hogtied in his own Indian Rope Trick. 


David Anderjanian: oh oh sex 
gets all her assignments from this super-tough spy catcher. 
“Almost as sexy and dangerous as Eve Drum herself. 


Printed in U.S.A. 


